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THE NEW ABELARD. 



CHAPTEE XXn. 



PROM THE POST-BAG. 



I. 



Sir George Craik, Bart, to Alma Craik. 

My dear Niece, — ^The receipt of your letter, 
dated ' Lucerne/ but bearing the post-mark of 
Geneva, has at last relieved my mind from the 
weight of anxiety which was oppressing it. 
Thank Heaven you are safe and well, and bear 
your suffering with Christian resignation. In 
a little time, I trust, you will have left this 
dark passage of your experience quite behind 
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2 THE NEW ABELARD, 

you, and return to us looking and feeling like 
your old self. George, who now, as always, 
shares my affectionate solicitude for you, joins 
me in expressing that wish. The poor boy is 
still sadly troubled at the remembrance of 
your misconception, and I sometimes think 
that his health is affected. Do, if you can, try 
to send him a line or a message, assuring him 
that your unhappy misunderstanding is over. 
Believe me, his one thought in life is to secure 
your good esteem. 

There is no news — none, that is to say, of 
any importance. We have kept our promise 
to you, and your secret is still quite safe in our 
custody. The man to whom you owe all this 
misery is still here, and still, I am informed, 
prostituting the pulpit to his vicious Jieresies. 
If report is to be believed, his utterances have 
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of late been more extraordinary than ever, and 
he is rapidly losing influence over his own 
congregation. Sometimes I can scarcely con- 
quer my indignation, knowing as I do that 
with one word I could effectually silence his 
blasphemy, and drive him beyond the pale of 
society. But in crushing him I should dis- 
grace you, and bring contempt upon our name ; 
and these considerations, as well as my pledge 
to keep silence, make any kind of public action 
impossible. I must therefore wait patiently 
till the inevitable course of events, accelerated 
by an indignant Providence, destroys the de- 
stroyer of your peace. 

In the mean time, my dear Alma, let me 
express my concern and regret that you should 
be wandering from place to place without a 
protector. I know your strength of mind, of 

b2 
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course ; but you are young and handsome, 
and the world is censorious. Only say the 
word, and although business of a rather im- 
portant nature occupies me in London, I will 
put it aside at any cost, and join you. In the 
absence of my dear brother, I am your natural 
guardian. While legally your own mistress, 
you are morally under my care, and I would 
make any sacrifice to be with you, especially 
at this critical moment of your hfe. 

I send this letter to the address you have 
given me at Lucerne. I hope it will reach 
you soon and safely, and that you will, on 
seeing it, faU in with my suggestion that I 
should come to you without delay. 

With warmest love and sympathy, in which 
your cousin joins, believe me as ever, — ^Your 
affectionate uncle, 

George Ckaik. 
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IL 
From Alma Craik to Sir George Craik^ Bart 

My dear TJncle,^ — ^I have just received 
your letter. Thank you for attending to my 
request. With regard to your suggestion that 
you should come to me, I know it is meant in 
all kindness, but as I told you before leaving 
London, I prefer at present to be quite alone, 
with the exception of my maid Hortense. I 
will let you know of my movements from time 
to time, — ^Your affectionate niece. 

Alma Ckaik. 



. HL 
Alma Craik to the Rev. Ambrose Bradley. 

Your letter, together with one from my 
micle, found me at Lucerne, and brought me 
at once grief and comfort : grief, that you still 
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reproach yourself over what was inevitable ; 
comfort, that you are, as you assure me, still 
endeavouring to pursue your religious work. 
Pray, pray, do not write to me in such a strain 
again. You have neither wrecked my life nor 
broken my heart, as you blame yourself for 
doing ; I learned long ago from our Divine 
Example that the world is one of sorrow, and 
I am realising the truth in my own experience, 
that is alt. 

You ask me how and where I have spent 
my days, and whether I have at present any 
fixed destination. I have been wandering, so 
to speak, among the gravestones of the Catholic 
Church, visiting not only the great shrines and 
cathedrals, but lingering in every obscure 
roadside chapel, and halting at every Calvary, 
in southern and western France. Thence I 
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have come on to Switzerland, where religion 
grows drearier, and life grows dismaller, in the 
shadow of the mountains. In a few days I 
shall follow in your own footsteps, and go on 
to Italy — ^to Eome. 

Write to me when you feel impelled to 
write. You shall be apprised of my where- 
abouts from time to time. — ^Yours now as ever, 

Alma. 

P.S. — When I sat down to write the above, 
I thought I had so much to say to you; 
and I have said nothing! Something numbs 
expression, though my thoughts seem full to 
overflowing. I am like one who longs to 
speak, yet fears to utter a syllable, lest her 
voice should be clothed with tears and sobs. 
God help me ! All the world is changed, and 
I can hardly realise it, yet 1 
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IV. 

Ambrose Bradley to Alma Craik. 

Dearest Alma, — ^You tell me in yoiir 
letter that you have said nothing of the 
thoughts that struggle within you for utter- 
ance ; alas ! your words are only too eloquent, 
less in what they say than in what they leave 
unsaid. If I required any reminder of the 
mischief I have wrought, of the beautiful 
dream that I have destroyed, it would come to 
me in the pathetic reticence of the letter I have 
just received. Would to God that you had 
never known me ! Would to God that, having 
known me, you would have despised me as I 
deserved ! I was unworthy even to touch the 
hem of your garment. I am like a wretch 
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who has profaned the altar of a saint. Your 
patience and devotion are an eternal rebuke. 
I could bear your bitter blame ; I cannot bear 
your forgiveness. 

I am here as you left me ; a guilty, con- 
science-stricken creature struggling in a world 
of nightmares. Nothing now seems substan- 
tial, permanent, or true. Every time that I 
stand up before my congregation I am like a 
shadow addressing shadows ; thought and lan- 
guage both fail me, and I know not what 
platitudes flow from my lips ; but when I am 
left alone again, I awaken as from a dream to 
the horrible reality of my guilt and my de- 
spair. 

I have thought it all over again and again, 
trying to discover some course by which I 
might bring succour to myself and peace to 
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her I love ; and whichever way I look, I see 
but one path of escape, the rayless descent of 
death. For, so long as I live, I darken your 
sunshine. My very existence is a reminder to 
you of what I am, of what I might have been. 

But there, I will not pain you with my 
penitence, and I will hush my self-reproaches 
in deference to your *desire. Though the staff 
you placed in my hand has become a reed, 
and though I seem to have no longer any 
foothold on the solid ground of life, I will try 
to struggle on. 

I dare not ask you to write to me — -it 
seems an outrage to beg for such a blessing ; 
yet I know that you will pity me, and write 
again. — Ever yours, 

Ambrose Bradley. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



alma's wanderings. 



Scoff not at Rome, or if thou scoff beware 
Her veogeance waiting in the he.iven and air ; 
Pier love is blessing, and her hate, despair. 

Yet see ! how low the hoary mother lies, 
Prone on her face beneath the lonely skies — 
On her head ashes, dust upon her eyes. 

Men smile and pass, but many pitying stand, 
And some stoop down to kiss her withered hand, 
Whose sceptre is a reed, whose crown is sand. 

Think'st thou no pulse beats in that bounteous breast 
Which once sent throbs of rapture east and west ? 
Nay, but she liveth, mighty tho* opprest. 

Her arm could reach as low as hell, as high 
As the white mountains and the starry sky ; 
She filled the empty heavens with her cry. 

Wait but a space, and watch — ^her trance of pain 
Shall dry away — ^her tears shall cease as rain — 
Queen of the nations, she shall smile again I 

The Ladbeb op St. Augxtstike. 

Bradley's letter was fowarded from Lucerne 
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after some little delay, and reached Miss Craik 
at Brieg, just as she was preparing to proceed 
by private conveyance to Domo d'Ossola. She 
had taken the carriage and pair for herself and 
her maid, a young Frenchwoman ; and as the 
vehicle rounded its zigzag course towards the 
Klenenhom, she perused the episde line by 
line, until she had learned almost every word 
by heart. 

Then, with the letter lying in her lap, she 
gazed sadly, almost vacantly, around her on 
the gloomy forests and distant hills, the pre- 
cipices- spanned by aerial bridges, the quaint 
villages clinging like birds'-nests here and 
there, the dark vistas of mountain side gashed 
by torrents frozen by distance to dazzling 
white. 

Dreary beyond measure, though the skies •► 
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were blue and the air full of golden sunlight, 
seemed the wonderful scene : — 

We make the world we look on, and create 
The summer or the winter with .our seeing I 

And cold and wintry indeed was all that 
Alma beheld that summer day. 

Not even the glorious panorama unfolded 
beneath her gaze on passing the Second Eefuge 
had any charms to please her saddened sight. 
Leaving the lovely valley of the Ehone, spark- 
ling in sunlight, encircled by the snow- 
crowned Alps, with the Jungfrau towering 
paramount, crowned with glittering icy splen- 
dour and resting against a heaven of deep 
insufferable blue, she passed through avenues 
of larch and fir, over dizzy bridges, past the 
lovely glacier of the Kaltwasser, till she 
reached the high ascent of the Fifth Eefuge. 
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Here the coarse spirit of the age arose 
before her, in the shape of a party of English 
and American tourists crowding the diligence 
and descending noisily for refreshment. 

A little later she passed the barrier toll, 
and came in sight of the Cross of 'Vantage. 
She arrested the carriage, and descended for 
a few minutes, standing as it were suspended 
in mid air, in full view of glacier upon glacier, 
closed in by the mighty chain of the Bernese 
Alps. 

Never had she felt so utterly solitary. The 
beautiful world, the empty sky, swam before 
her in all the loveliness of desolation, and turn- 
ing her face towards Aletsch, she wept bitterl3\ 

As she stood thus, she was suddenly con- 
scious of another figure standing near to her, 
as if in rapt contemplation of the solemn 
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scene. It was that of a middle-aged man, 
rather above the middle stature, who carried 
a small knapsack on his shoulders and leant 
upon an Alpine staflf. She saw only his side 
face, and his eyes were turned away; yet, 
curiously enough, his form had an air ' of 
listening watchfulness, and the moment ehe 
was conscious of his presence he turned and 
smiled, and raised his hat. She noticed then 
that his sunburnt face was clean shaven, like 
that of a priest, and that his eyes were black 
and piercing, though remarkably good- 
humoured, 

' Pardon, Madame,' he said in French, * but 
I think we have met before.' 

She had turned away her head to hide her 
tears from the stranger's gaze. Without wait- 
ing for her answer, he proceeded. 
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' In the hotel at Brieg. I was staying 
there when Madame arrived, and I left at day- 
break this morning to cross the Pass on foot.' 

By this time she had mastered her agitation, 
and could regard the stranger with a certain 
self-possession. His face, though not handsome, 
was mobile and expressive ; the eyebrows were 
black and prominent, the forehead was high, 
the mouth large and well cut, with glittering 
white teeth. It was diflScult to tell the man's 
age ; for though his countenance was so fresh 
that it looked quite young, his forehead and 
cheeks, in repose, showed strongly-marked 
lines ; and though his form seemed strong and 
agile, he stooped greatly at the shoulders. To 
complete the contradiction, his hair was as white 
as snow. 

What mark h it that Eome puts upon her 
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servants, that we seem to know them under 
almost any habit or disguise? One glance 
convinced Alma that the stranger either be- 
longed to some of the holy orders, or was a 
lay priest of the Eomish Church. 

' I do not remember to have seen you 
before, Monsieur,' she replied, also in French, 
with a certain hauteur. 

The stranger smiled again, and bowed 
apologetically. 

' Perhaps I was wrong to address Madame 
without a more formal introduction. I know 
that in England it is not the custom. But here 
on the mountain, far away from the conventions 
of the world, it would be strange, would it not, 
to meet in silence ? We are hke two souls that 
encounter on pilgrimage, both looking wearily 
towards the Celestial Gate.' 

VOL. m. c 
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* Are you a priest, Monsieur ? ' asked Alma 
abniptly. 

The stranger bowed again. 

' A poor member of the Church, the Abbe 
Brest. I am journeying on foot through the 

« 

Simplon to the Lago Maggiore, and thence, 
with God's blessing, to Milan. But I shall rest 
yonder, at the New Hospice, to-night.' 

And he pointed across the mountain towards 
the refuge of the monks of St. Bernard, close to 
the region of perpetual snow. The tall figure 
of an Augustine monk, shading his eyes and 
looking up the road was visible ; and from the 
refectory within came the faint tolling of a bel 
mingled from time to time with the deep bark- 
ing of a dog. 

' The monks receive travellers still ? ' asked 
Alma. ' I suppose the Hospice is rapidly be- 
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coming, like its compeers, nothing more or less 
than a big hotel ? ' 

* Madame ' 

^Please do not call me Madame. I am 
unmarried; 

She spoke almost without reflection, and it 
was not until she had uttered the words that 
their significance dawned upon her. Her face 
became crimson with sudden shame. 

It was characteristic of the stranger that he 
noticed the change in a moment, but that, 
immediately on doing so, he turned away his 
eyes and seemed deeply interested in the distant 
prospect, while he replied : — 

' I have again to ask your pardon for my 
stupidity. Mademoiselle, of course, is English ? ' 

' Yes.' 

' And is therefore, perhaps, a little pre- 

c2 
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jiidiced against those who, like the good monks 
of the Hospice, shut themselves from all human 
companionship, save that of the wayfarers whom 
they live to save and shelter ? Yet, believe me, 
it is a life of sacred service ! Even here, among 
the lonely snows, reaches the arm of the Holy 
Mother, to plant this cross by the wayside, as a 
symbol of her heavenly inspiration, and to build 
that holy resting-place as a haven for those who 
are weary and would rest/ 

He spoke with the same soft insinuating 
smile as before, but his eye kindled, and his 
pale face flushed with enthusiasm. Alma, who 
had turned towards the carriage which stood 
awaiting her, looked at him with new interest. 
Something in his words chimed in with a secret 
longing of her heart. 

' I have been taught to believe. Monsieur, 
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that your faith is practically dead. Every- 
where we see, instead of its living temples, 
only the ruins of its old power. If its spirit 
exists still, it is only in places such as this, in 
company with loneliness and death.' 

* Ah, but Mademoiselle is mistaken ! ' re- 
turned the other, following by her side as she 
walked slowly towards the carriage. * Had 
you seen what I have seen, if you knew what I 
know, of the great Catholic reaction, you would 
think differently. , Other creeds, gloomier and 
more ambitious, have displaced ours for a time 
in your England ; but let me ask you — ^you, 
Mademoiselle, who have a truly religious spirit 
— ^you who have yourself suffered — what have 
those other creeds done for humanity ? Believe 
me, little or nothing. In times of despair and 
doubt, the world will again turn to its first 



22 THE NEW ABELARD. 

Comforter, the ever-patient and ever-loving 
Church of Christ/ 

They had by this time reached the carriage 
door. The stranger bowed again and assisted 
Alma to her seat. Then he raised his hat with 
profound respect in sign of farewell. The 
coachman was about to drive on when Alma 
signed for him to delay. 

* I am on my way to Domo d'Ossola,' she 
said. ' A seat in my carriage is at your service 
if you would prefer going on to remaining at 
the Hospice for the night.' 

* Mademoiselle, it is too much ! I could 
not think of obtruding myself upon you ! I, a 
stranger ! ' 

Yet he seemed to look longingly at the 
comfortable seat in the vehicle, and to require 
little more pressing to accept the offer. 
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* Pray do not hesitate/ said Alma, smiling, 
* unless you prefer the company of the monks 
of the mountain.' 

* After that, I can hesitate no longer,' 
returned the AbW, looking radiant with 
delight ; and he forthwith entered the vehicle 
and placed himself by Alma's side. 

Thus it came to pass that my heroine 
descended the Pass of the Simplon in company 
with her new acquaintance, an avowed member 
of a Church for which she had felt veiy little 
sympathy until that hour. To do him justice, 
I must record the fact that she found him a 
most interesting companion. His knowledge of 
the world was extensive, his learning little 
short of profound, his manners were charming. 
He knew every inch of the way, and pointed 
out the objects of interest, digressing lightly 
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into the topics they awakened. At every 
turn the prospect brightened. Leaving the 
wild and barren slopes behind them, the 
travellers passed through emerald pasturages, 
and through reaches of foliage broken by 
sounding torrents, and at last emerging from 
the great valley, and crossing the bridge of 
Crevola, they found themselves surrounded on 
every side by vineyards, orchards, and green 
meadows. When the carriage drew up before 
the door of the hotel at Domo d'Ossola, Alma 
felt that the time had passed as if under 
enchantment. Although she had spoken very 
little, she had quite unconsciously informed her 
new friend of three facts — that she was a 
wealthy young . EngUshwoman travelling 
through Europe at her own free will ; that she 
had undergone an unhappy experience, involv- 



^■^^^•^^ 



ALMA'S WANDERINGS, 25 

ing, doubtless, some person of the opposite 
sex ; and that, in despair of comfort from 
creeds colder and less forgiving, she was just in 
a fit state of mind to seek refuge in the bosom 
of the Church of Eome. 

The acquaintance, begun so curiously in 
the Simplon Pass, was destined to continue. 
At Domo d'Ossola, Alma parted from the Abbe 
Brest, whose destination was some obscure 
village on the banks of Lago Maggiore ; but a 
few weeks later, when staying at Milan, she 
encountered him again. She had ascended the 
tower of the Duomo, and was gazing down on 
the streets and marts of the beautiful city, when 
she heard a voice behind her murmuring her 
name, and turning somewhat nervously, she 
encountered the bright black eyes of the 
wandering Abb^. 
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He accosted her with his characteristic 
bonhomie. 

'Ah, Mademoiselle, it is you!' he cried 
smiling. * We are destined to meet in the 
high places — ^here on the tower of the 
cathedral, there on the heights of the Sim- 
plon ! ' 

There was something so unexpected, so 
mysterious in the man's reappearance, that 
Alma was startled in spite of herself, but she 
greeted him courteously, and they descended 
the tower steps together. The Abb6 kept a 
solemn silence as they walked through the 
sacred building, with its mighty walls of white 
marble, its gorgeous decorations, its antique 
tombs, its works in bronze and in mosaic ; but 
when they passed from the porch into the 
open sunlight, he became as garrulous as ever. 
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They walked along together in the direction of 
the Grand Hotel, where Alma was staying. 

* Have you driven out to the cathedral at 
Moiiza ? ' inquired the Abb6 in the course of 
their conversation. 

* No ; is it worth seeing ? ' 

* Certainly. Besides, it contains the sacred 
crown of Lombardy, the iron band of which is 
made out of nails from the true cross/ 

' Indeed ! ' exclaimed Alma with a smile 
that was incredulous, even contemptuous. She 
glanced at her companion, and saw that he was 
smiling too. 



It was not until she had been some weeks 
away from England that Alma Craik quite 
realised her position in the world. In the 
first wild excitement of her flight her only 
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feeling was one of bewildered agitation, 
mingled with a mad impulse to return upon 
her own footsteps, and, reckless of the world's 
opinion, take her place by Bradley's side. A 
word of encouragement from him at that 
period would have decided her fate. But after 
the first pang of grief was over, after she was 
capable of regretful retrospectioi, her spirit 
became numbed with utter despair. She found 
herself solitary, friendless, hopeless, afflicted 
with an incurable moral disease to which she 
was unable to give a name, but which made 
her long, like the old anchorites and penitents, 
to seek some desert place and yield her life to 
God. 

In this mood of mind she turned for solace 
to religion, and found how useless for all prac- 
tical purposes was her creed of beautiful ideas. 
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Her faith in Christian facts had been shaken 
if not destroyed ; the Christian myth had the 
vagueness and strangeness of a dream; yet, 
true to her old instincts, she haunted the 
temples of the Church, and felt like one wan- 
dering through a great graveyard of the dead. 

Travelling quite alone, for her maid was in 
no sense of the words a confidante or a com- 
panion, she could not fail to awaken curious 
interest in many with whom she was thrown 
into passing contact. Her extraordinary per- 
sonal beauty was heightened rather than ob- 
scured by her singularity of dress ; for though 
she wore no wedding-ring, she dressed in black 
like a widow, and had the manners as well as 
the attire of a person profoundly mourning. 
At the hotels she- invariably engaged private 
apartments, seldom or never descending to the 
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public rooms, or joining in the tables-d'h6te. 
The general impression concerning her was 
that she was an eccentric young Englishwoman 
of great wealth, recently bereaved of some 
person very near and dear to her, possibly her 
husband. 

Thus she lived in seclusion, resisting all 
friendly advances, whether on the part of 
foreigners or of her own countrymen ; and 
her acquaintance with the Abb6 Brest would 
never have passed beyond a few casual cour- 
tesies had it not begun under circumstances so 
peculiar and in a place so solitary, or had the 
man himself been anything but a member of 
the mysterious Mother Church. But the 
woman's spirit was pining for some kind of 
guidance, and the magnetic name of Eome 
had already awakened in it a melancholy 
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fascination. The strange priest attracted her, 
firstly, by his eloquent personality, secondly, 
by the authority he seemed to derive from a 
power still pretending to achieve miracles : 
and though in her heart she despised the pre- 
tensions and loathed the dogmas of his Church, 
she felt in his presence the sympathy of a 
prescient mind. For the rest, any companion- 
ship, if intellectual, was better than utter social 
isolation. 

So the meeting on the tower of the Duomo 
led to other meetings. The Abb^ became her 
constant companion, and her guide through 
all the many temples of the queenly city. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

GLIMPSES OP THE UNSEEN. 

The earth has bubbles as the water hath, 
And these are of them I — Macbeth, 

While the woman he had so cruelly deceived 
and wronged was wandering from city to city, 
and trying in vain to find rest and consolation, 
Ambrose Bradley remained at the post where 
she Imd left him, the most melancholy soul 
beneath the sun. All his happiness in his work 
being gone, his ministration lost the fervour 
and originality that had at first been its domi- 
nant attraction. 

Sir George had not exaggerated when he 
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said that the clergyman's flock was rapidly 
falling away from him. New lights were 
arising; new religious whims and oddities 
were attracting the restless spirits of the metro- 
polis. A thought-reading charlatan from the 
New World, a learned physiologist proving the 
oneness of the sympathetic system with polar- 
ised light, a maniacal non-jurist asserting the 
prerogative of affirmation at the bar of the 
House of Commons, became each a nine-days' 
wonder. The utterances of the new gospel 
were forgotten, or disregarded as flatulent and 
unprofitable ; and Ambrose Bradley found his 
occupation gone. 

For all this he cared little or nothing. He 
was too lost in contemplation of his own moral 
misery. All his thought and prayer being to 
escape from this, he tried various distractions: — 
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the theatre, for example, with its provincial 
theory of edification grafted on the dry stem of 
what had once been a tree of literature. He 
was utterly objectless and miserable, when, one 
morning, he received the following letter : — 

' Monmouth Crescent, Bayswater. 

'My dbae SiE,~Will you permit me to 
remind you, by means of this letter, of the 
notes of introduction presented recently by me 

to you, and written by our friends, and 

, in America? My sister gives a aiance 

to-morrow evening, and several notabilities of 
the scientific and literary world have promised 
to be present. If you will honour us with 
your company, I think you will be able to 
form a disinterested opinion on the importance 
of the new biology, as manifestations of an 
extraordinary kind are confidently expected. 
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—With kind regards, in which my sister joins, 

I am, most feithfuUy yours, 

« Salem Mapleleafe, 
* Solar Biologist' 

*P.S. — The stance commences at five 
o'clock, in this domicile/ 

Bradley's first impulse was to throw the 
letter aside, and to write a cm-t but polite 
refusal. On reflection, however, he saw in 
the proposed stance a means of temporary 
distraction. Besides, the afiair of the myste- 
rious photograph had left him not a little 
curious as to the machinery used by the 
brother and sister — arcades amboj or impostors 
both, he was certain — to gull an undisceming 
public. 

At a little before five on the following 
evening, therefore, he presented himself at 
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the door of the house in Monmouth Crescent, 
sent up his card, and was almost immediately 
shown into the drawing-room. To his surprise 
he found no one there, but he had scarcely 
glanced round the apartment when the door 
opened, and a slight sylph-like figure, clad in 
white, appeared before him. 

At a glance he recognised the face he had 
seen on the fading photograph. 

*How do you do, Mr. Bradley?' said 
Eustasia, holding out a thin transparent hand, 
and fixing her light eyes upon his face. 

*I received your brother's invitation,' he 
replied rather awkwardly. *I am afraid I 
am a little before my time.' 

* Well, you're the first to arrive. Salem's 
upstairs washing, and will be down directly. 
He's real pleased to know you've come.' 
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She flitted lightly across the room, and sat 
down close to the window. She looked white 
and worn, and all the life of her frame seemed 
concentrated in her extraordinary eyes, which 
she fixed upon the visitor with a steadiness 
calculated to discompose a timid man. 

* Won't you sit down, Mr. Bradley ? ' she 
said, repeating the name with a curious fami- 
liarity. 

' You seem to know me well,' he replied, 
seating himself, * though I do not think we 
have ever met.' 

'Oh, yes, we have; leastways, I've often 
heard you preach. I knew a man once in the 
States, who was the very image of you. He's 
dead now, he is.' 

Her voice, with its strong foreign inflexion, 
rang so strangely and plaintively on the last 
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words, that Bradley was startled. He looked 
at the girl more closely, and was struck by her 
unearthly beauty, contrasting so oddly with 
her matter-of-fact, offhand manner. 

'Your brother tells me that you are a 
sibyl,' he said, drawing his chair nearer. ' I 
am afraid, Miss Mapleleafe, you will find me 
a disturbing influence. I have about as much 
faith in solar biology, spiritualism, spirit- 
agency, or whatever you like to call it, as I 
have in — well, Mumbo-Jumbo.' 

Her eyes still looked brightly into his, and 
her wan face was lit up with a curious 
smile. 

' That's what they all say at first I Guess 
you think, then, that I'm an impostor ? Don't 
be afraid to speak your mind ; I-m used to it ; 
I've had worse than hard names thrown at 
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me ; stones and all that. I was stabbed once 
down South, and I've the mark still ! ' 

As she spoke, she bared her white arm to 
the elbow, and showed, just in the fleshy part 
of the arm, the mark of an old scar. 

' The man thac did that drew his knife in 
the dark, and pinioned my arm to the table. 
The very man that was like you' 

And lifting her arm to her lips she kissed 
the scar, and murmured, or crooned, to herself 
as she had done on the former occasion in the 
presence of her brother. Bradley looked on 
in amazement. So far as he could perceive 
at present, the woman was a half-mad creature, 
scarcely responsible for what she said or 
did. 

His embarrassment was not lessened when 
Eustasia, still holding the arm to her lips. 
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looked at him through thickly gathering tears, 
and then, as if starting from a trance, gave 
vent to a wild yet musical laugh. 

Scarcely knowing what to say, he con- 
tinued the former topic of conversation. 

' I presume you are what is called a clair- 
voyante. That, of course, I can understand. 
But, do you really believe in supernatural 
manifestations ? ' 

Here the voice of the little Professor, who 
had quietly entered the room, supplied an 
answer. 

'Certainly not, sir. The office of solar 
biology is not to vindicate, but to destroy, 
supematuralism. You mean superhuman, 
which is quite another thing. 

' AU thiogs abide in Nature, nought subsists 
Beyond the infinite celestial scheme. 
Motes in the sunbeam are the liyes of men. 
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But in the moonlight and the stellar ray^ 
In every burning flame of every sphere, 
Exist intelligible agencies 
Akin to thine and mine. 



That's how the great Bard puts it in a nutshell. 

Other lives in other worlds, sir, but no life out 
or beyond Nature, which embraces the solid 

universe to the remotest point in space.' 

Concluding with this flourish, Professor 
Mapleleafe dropped down into commonplace, 
wrung the visitor's hand, and wished him a 
very good-day. 

' How do you feel, Eustasia ? ' he continued 
with some anxiety, addressing his sister. ' Do 
you feel as if the atmosphere this afternoon 
was propOTly conditioned ? ' 

' Yes, Salem, I think so.' 

The Professor looked at his watch, and 
simultaneously there came a loud rapping at 
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the door. Presently three persons entered, a 
tall, powerfiil-lookmg man, who was introduced 
as Doctor Kendall, and two elderly gentlemen ; 
then a minute later, a little gray-haired man, 
the well-known Sir James Beaton, a famous 
physician of Edinburgh. The party was com- 
pleted by the landlady of the house, who 
came up dressed in black silk, and wearing a 
widow's cap. 

' Now, then, ladies and gentlemen,' said the 
little Professor ghbly, * we shall, with your 
permission, begin in the usual manner, by 
darkening the chamber and forming an ordinary 
circle. I warn you, however, that this is trivial, 
and in the manner of professional mediums. 
As the stance advances and the power deepens, 
we shall doubtless be lifted to higher ground.' 

So saying he drew the heavy curtains of the 
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window, leaving the room in semi-darkness. 
Then the party sat down around a small cir- 
cular table, and touched hands ; Bradley sitting 
opposite Eustasia, who had Dr. Kendall on her 
right and Sir James Beaton on her left. The 
usual manifestations followed. The table rose 
bodily into the air, bells were rung, tiny 
sparkles of light flashed about the room. 

This lasted about a quarter of an hour, at 
the end of which time Mapleleafe broke the 
circle, and drawing back a curtain, admitted 
some light into the room. It was then discovered 
that Eustasia, sitting in her place, with her 
hands resting upon the table, was in a state of 
mesmeric trance ; and ghastly and sibylline 
indeed she looked, with her great eyes wide 
open, her golden hair fallen on her shoulders, 
her face shining as if mysteriously anointed.j 
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* Eustasia ! ' said the Professor softly. 

The gu:l remained motionless, and did not 
seem to hear. 

' Eustasia I ' he repeated. 

This time her Ups moved, and a voice, that 
seemed shriller and clearer than her own, 
replied : — 

* Eustasia is not here. I am Sira.' 
'WhoisSira?' 

* A spirit of the third magnitude, from the 
region of the moon." 

A titter ran round the company, and Sir 
James Beaton essayed a feeble joke. 

* A lunar spirit — ^we shall not, I hope, be 
de lunatico inquirendo' 

* Hush, sir I ' cried the Professor ; then he 
continued, addressing the medium his sister, 
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* Let me know if the conditions are perfect or 
imperfect ? ' 

' I cannot tell,' was the reply. 

* Do you see anything, Sira ? ' 

' I see faint forms floating on the sunbeam. 
They come and go, they change and fade. One 
is like a child, with its hand full of flowers. 
They are lilies — 0, I can see no more. I am 
blind. There is too much light.' 

The Professor drew the curtain, darkening 
the chamber. He then sat down in his place 
at the table, and requested all present to touch 
hands once more. So far, Bradley had looked 
on with impatience, not unmingled with disgust. 
What he saw and heard was exactly what he 
had heard described a hundred times. 

With the darkening of the room, the mani- 
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festations recommenced. The table moved 
about like a thing possessed, the very floor 
seemed to tremble and upheave, the bells rang, 
the lights flashed. 

Then all at once Bradley became aware of 
a strange sound, as if the whole room were full 
of hfe. 

' Keep still I ' said the Professor. ' Do not 
break the chain. Wait I ' 

A long silence followed ; then the strange 
sound was heard again. 

* Are you there, my friend ^ ' asked the 
Professor. 

There was no reply. 

* Are the conditions right ? ' 

He was answered by a cry from the me- 
dium, so wild and strange that all present were 
startled and awed. 
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* See ! see I ' 

' What is it, Sira ? ' demanded the Professor. 

' Shapes like angels, carrying one that looks 
like a corpse. They are singing — do you not 
hear them ? Now they are touching me — they 
are passing their hands over my hair. I see my 
mother ; she is weeping and bending over me. 
Mother I mother ! ' 

Simultaneously, Bradley himself appeared 
conscious of glimpses like human faces flashing 
and fading. In spite of his scepticism, a deep 
dread, which was shared more or less by all 
present, fell upon him. Then all at once he 
became aware of something like a living 
form, clad in robes of dazzling whiteness, pass- 
ing by him. An icy cold hand was pressed 
to his forehead, leaving a clammy damp like 
dew. 
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* I see a shape of some kind,' he cried. 
* Does anyone else perceive it ? ' 

* Yes I yes I yes ! ' came from several voices. 
' It is the spirit of a woman,' murmured the 

medium. 

* Do you know her ? ' added the Professor. 

* No ; she belongs to the living world, not 
to the dead. I see far away, somewhere on 
this planet, a beautiful lady lying asleep ; she 
seems full of sorrow, her pillow is wet with 
tears. This is the lady's spirit, brought hither 
by the magnetic influence of one she loves.' 

' Can you describe her to us more 
closely ? ' 

*Yes. She has dark hair, and splendid 
dark eyes; she is tall and lovely. The lady 
and the spirit are alike, the counterpart of each 
other.' 
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Once more Bradley was conscious of the 
white form standing near him ; he reached out 
his hands to touch it, but it immediately 
vanished. 

At the same moment he felt a touch like 
breath upon his face, and heard a soft musical 
voice murmuring in his ear — 

* Ambrose I beloved!' 

He started in wonder, for the voice seemed 
that of Alma Craik. 

' Be good enough not to break the chain ! ' 
said the landlady, who occupied the chair at 
his side. 

Trembling violently, he returned his hands 
to their place, touching those of his immediate 
neighbours on either side. The instant he did 
so, he heard the voice again, and felt the touch 
like breath. 
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* Ambrose, do you know me ? ' 

' Who is speaking ? ' he demanded. 
A hand soft as velvet and cold as ice was 
passed over his hair. 

* It is I, dearest I ' said the voice. ' It is 
Alma 1 ' 

' What brings you here ? ' he murmured, 
almost inaudibly. 

* I knew you were in sorrow ; — ^I came to 
bring you comfort, and to assure you of my 
affection.' 

The words were spoken in a low, just 
audible voice, close to his ear, and it is doubt- 
ful if they were heard by any other member 
of the company. In the meantime the more 
commonplace manifestations still continued ; 
the room was full of strange sounds, bells ring- 
ing, knocking, shuffling of invisible feet. 
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Bradley was startled beyond measure. 
Either her supernatural presence was close by 
him, or he was the victim of some cruel trick. 
Before he could speak again, he felt the pres- 
sure of cold lips on his forehead, and the same 
strange voice murmuring farewell. 

Wild with excitement, not unmingled with 
suspicion, he again broke the chain and sprang 
to his feet. There was a sharp cry from the 
medium, as he sprang to the window and drew 
back the curtain, letting in the daylight. But 
the act discovered nothing. All the members 
of the circle, save himself, were sitting in their 
places. Eustasia, the medium, was calmly 
leaning back in her chair. In a moment, how- 
ever, she started, put her hand quickly to her 
forehead as if in pain, and seemed to emerge 
from her trance. 
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' Salem,' she cried in her own natural voice, 
' has anything happened ? ' 

*Mr. Bradley has broken the conditions, 
that's all,' returned the Professor, with an air 
of offended dignity. * 1 do protest, ladies and 
gentlemen, against that interruption. It has 
brought a most interesting stance to a violent 
oloae/ 

There was a general murmur from the 
'company, and dissatisfied glances were cast at 
the offender. 

* I am very sorry,' said the clergyman. * I 
yielded to an irresistible influence.' 

^ The spirits won't be trifled with, sir,' cried 
Mapleleafe. 

' Certainly not,' said one of the elderly 
gentlemen. * Solemn mysteries like these 
should be approached in a fair and a — ^hum-^— 
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a respectful spirit. For my own part, I am 
quite satisfied with what I have seen. T\, 
convinces me of — ^hum — the reality of these 
phenomena.' 

The other elderly gentleman concurred. 
Dr. Kendall and Sir James, who had been 
comparing notes, said that they would reserve 
their final judgment mitil they had been pre- 
sent at another stance. In the mean time 
they would go so far as to say that what they 
had witnessed was very extraordinary indeed. 

* How are you now, Eustasia ? ' said the 
Professor, addressing his sister. 

' My head aches. I feel as if I had been 
standing for hours in a burning sun. When you 
called me back I was dreaming so strangely. 
I thought I was in some celestial place, walk- 
ing hand in hand with the Lord Jesus.' 
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Bradley looked at the speaker's face. It 
looked full of elfin or witch-like rather than 
angelic light. Their eyes met, and Eustasia 
gave a curious smile. 

' Will you come again, Mr. Bradley ? ' 

* I don't know. Perhaps ; that is to say, if 
you wiU permit me.' 

* I do think, sir,' interrupted the Professor, 
'that you have given offence to the celestial 
intelligences, and I am not inclined to admit 
you to our circle again.' 

Several voices murmiured approval. 
*You are wrong, brother,' cried Eustasia, 
* you are quite wrong.' 

* What do you mean, Eustasia ? ' 

'I mean that Mr. Bradley is a medium 
himself, and a particular favourite with spirits 
of the fir.-t order.' 
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The Professor seemed to reflect. 

* Well, if that's so (and you ought to know), 
it's another matter. But he'll have to promise 
not to break the conditions. It ain't fair to 
the spirits; it ain't fair to his fellow- 
inquirers.' 

One by one the company departed, but 
Bradley still lingered, as if he had something 
still to hear or say. Al last, when the last 
visitor had gone, and the landlady had grimly 
stalked away to continue her duties in the 
basement of the house, he found himself alone 
with the brother and sister. 

He stood hesitating, hat in hand. 

' May I ask you a few questions ? ' he said, 
addressing Eustasia. 

* Why, certainly,' she replied. 

* WhUe you were in the state of trance did 
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you see or hear anything that took place in 
this room ? ' 

Eustasia shook her head. 

^ Do you know anything whatever of my 
private life ? ' 

* I guess not, except what IVe read in the 
papers/ 

' Do you know a lady named Craik, who 
is one of the members of my congregation ? ' 

The answer came in another shake of the 
head, and a blank look expressing entire igno- 
rance. Either Eustasia knew nothing what- 
ever, or she was a most accomplished actress. 
Puzzled and amazed, yet still suspecting fraud 
of some kind, Bradley took his leave. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

9 

A CATASTROPHE. 
' After life's fitful fever^ she sleeps well I ' 

The few days following the one on which the 
spiritualistic stance was held were passed by 
Bradley in a sort of dream. The more he 
thought of what he had heard and seen, the 
more puzzled he became. At times he seemed 
half inclined to believe in supernatural colla- 
boration, then he flouted his belief and laughed 
contemptuously at himself. Of course it was 
all imposture, and he had been a dupe. 

Then he thought of Eustasia, and the 
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interest which she had at first aroused in him 
rapidly changed to indignation and contempt. 

Very soon these people ceased to occupy 
his thoughts at all; so self-absorbed was he, 
indeed, in his own trouble that he forgot them 
as completely as if they had never been. After 
all they were but shadows which had flitted 
across his path and faded. Had he been left 
to himself he would assuredly never have 
summoned them up again. 

But he was evidently too valuable a con- 
vert to be let go in that way. One morning 
he received the following note, written on 

delicate paper in the most fairylike of firagile 
hands : 

*My dear Mr. Bradley, — ^We hold a 
sSance to-morrow night at six, and hope you'll 
come ; at least, I do I Salem don't particularly 
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want you, since you broke the conditions, and 

he regards you as a disturbing influence. / 

hiow better : the spirits like you, and I feel that 

with you I could do great things ; so I hope 

you'll be here. 

*EusTASiA Mapleleafb.' 

Bradley read the letter through twice, then 
he gazed at it for a time in trembling hesi- 
tation. Should he go ? Why not ? Suppose 
the people were humbugs, were they worse 
than dozens of others he had met? and they 
had at least the merit of bringing back to him 
the presence of the one being who was all in 
all to him. His hesitation lasted only for a 
moment — the repulsion came. He threw the 
letter aside. 

A few days later a much more significant 
incident occurred. As Bradley was leaving 
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his house one morning he came face to face 
with a veiled woman who stood before his 
door. He was about to pass : the lady laid a 
retaining hand upon his arm and raised her 
veil. 

It was Eustasia. 

' Guess you're surprised to see me/ she 
said, noticing his start ; ' suppose I may come 
in, though, now I'm here ? ' 

Bradley pushed open the door, and led the 
way to his study. Eustasia followed him; 
having reached the room, she sat down and 
eyed him wistfully. 

' Did you get my letter ? ' she asked. 

' Yes.' 

* You didn't answer it ? ' 
' No.' 

* Why not?' 
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Bradley hesitated. 

* Do you want me to tell you ? ' he said. 

* Why, certainly — else why do I ask you ? 
but I see you don't wish to tell me. Why ? ' 

* Because I dislike giving unnecessary 
pain.' 

' Ah ! in other words you beheve me to be 
a humbug, but you haven't the cruelty to say 
so. Well, that don't trouble me. Prove me 
to be one, and you may call me one, but give 
me a fair trial first/ 

* What do you mean ? ' 

*Come to some more of our sSances^ will 
you ? do say you'll come I ' 

She laid her hand gently upon his arm, and 
fixed her eyes almost entreatingly upon him. 
He stared at her hke one fascinated, then 
shrank before her glance. 
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* Why do you wish me to come ? ' he said. 
* You know my thoughts and feelings on this 
subject. You and I are cast in different 
moulds ; we must go different ways.' 

She smiled sadly. 

' The spirits will it otherwise/ she said ; 
while under her breath she added, *and so 
doi; 

But he was in no mood to yield that day. 
As soon as Eustasia saw this she rose to go. 
When her thin hand lay in his, she said softly : 

'Mr. Bradley, if ever you are in trouble 
come to iLS ; you will find it is not all humbug 
then ! ' 

Eustasia returned home full of hope. * He 
will come/ she said ; * yes, he will assuredly 
come/ But days passed, and he neither came 
nor sent ; at last, growing impatient, she called- 
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again at his house ; then she learned that he 
had left London. 

* He has flown from me/ she thought ; * he 
feels my influence, and fears it.' 

But m this Eustasia was quite wrong. He 
was flying not from her but from himself. 
The wretched life of self-reproach and misery 
which he was compelled to lead was crushing 
him down so utterly that unless he made some 
effort he would sink and sicken. Die ? Well, 
after all, that would not have been so hard ; 
but the thought of leaving Alma was more than 
he could bear. He must live for the sake of the 
days which might yet be in store for them both. 

He needed change, however, and he sought 
it for a few days on foreign soil. He went 
over one morning to Boulogne, took rooms in 
the Hotel de Paris, and became one of the 
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swarm of tourists which was there filling the 
place. 

The bathing season was then at its height, 
and people were all too busy to notice him ; he 
walked about like one in a dream, watching 
the pleasure-seekers, but pondering for ever on 
the old theme. 

After all it was well for him that he had 
left England, he thought — the busy garrulous 
life of this place came as a relief after the 
dreary monotony of town. In the evenings 
he strolled out to the concerts or open-air 
dances, and observed the fisher girls with their 
lovers moving about in the gashght ; while in 
the mornings he strolled about the sand watch- 
ing with Hstless amusement the bathers who 
crowded down to the water's edge like bees in 
swarming time* 
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One morning, feeling more sick at heart 
than usual, he issued jfrom the hotel and bent 
his steps towards the strand. On that day 
the scene was unusually animated. Flocks 
of fantastically-dressed children amused them- 
selves by making houses in the sand, while 
their bonnes watched over them, and their 
mammas, clad in equally fantastic costumes, 
besieged the bathing-machines. Bradley 
walked for a time on the sands watching the 
variegated crowd ; it was amusing and dis- 
tracting, and he was about to look around for 
a quiet spot in which he could spend an hour 
or so, when he was suddenly startled by an 
apparition. 

A party of three were making their way 
towards the bathing-machines, and were even 
then within a few yards of him. One was a 
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child dressed in a showy costume of serge, with 
loDg curls falling upon his shoulders ; on one 
side of him was a French honne^ on the other a 
lady extravagantly attired in the most gorgeous 
of sea-side costumes. Her cheeks and hps were 
painted a bright red, but her skin was white as 
alabaster. She was laughing heartily at some- 
thing which the little boy had said, when sud- 
denly her eyes fell upon Bradley, who stood 
now within two yards of her. 
It was his wife. 

She did not pause nor shrink, but she 
ceased laughing, and a peculiar look of thinly 
veiled contempt passed over her face as she 
walked on. 

* Maman^ said the child in French, * who is 
that man, and why did he stare so at you ? ' 

The lady shrugged her shoulders, and 
laughed again. 
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* He stared because he had nothing better 
to look at, I suppose, cMri ; but come, I shall 
miss my bath ; you had best stay here with 
Augustine, and make sand-hills till I rejoin you. 
Au revoir^ B^b^/ 

She left the child with the nurse, hastened 
on and entered one of the bathing-machines, 
which was inmiediately drawn down into the 
sea. 

Bradley still stood where she had left him, 

« 

and his eyes remained fixed upon the machine 
which held the woman whose very presence 
poisoned the air he breathed. All his old 
feelings of repulsion returned tenfold ; the very 
sight of the woman seemed to degrade and drag 
him down. 

As he stood there the door of the machine 
opened, and she came forth again. This time 

72 
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she was the wonder of all. Her shapely limbs 
were partly naked, and her body was covered 
with a quaintly cut bathing-dress of red. She 
called out some instructions to her nurse ; then 
she walked down and entered the sea. 

Bradley turned and walked away. He 
passed up the strand and sat down listlessly on 
one of the seats on the terrace facing the water. 
He took out Alma's last letter, and read it 
through, and the bitterness of his soul increased 
tenfold. 

When would his misery end ? he thought. 
Why did not death come and claim his own, 
and leave him free? Wherever he went his 
existence was poisoned by this miserable 
woman. 

* So it must ever be,' he said bitterly. * I 
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must leave this place, for the very sight of her 
almost drives me mad.' 

He rose and was about to move away, when 
he became conscious, for the first time, that 
something unusual was taking place. He heard 
sounds of crying and moaning, and everybody 
seemed to be rushing excitedly towards the 
sand. What it was all about Bradley could not 
understand, for he could see nothing. He stood 
and watched ; every moment the cries grew 
louder, and the crowd upon the sands increased. 
He seized upon a passing Frenchman, and 
asked what the commotion meant, 

* Ras de marie^ monsieur!' rapidly explained 
the man as he rushed onward. 

Thoroughly mystified now, Bradley resolved 
to discover by pergonal inspection what it all 
meant. Leaving the terrace he leapt upon the 
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shore, and gained the waiting crowd upon the 
sand. To get an explanation from anyone here 
seemed to be impossible, for every individual 
member of the crowd seemed to have gone 
crazy. The women threw up their hands and 
moaned, the children screamed, while the men 
rushed half wildly about the sands. 

Bradley touched the arm of a passing 
Englishman. 

* What is all this panic about? ' he said. 

* The rcL8 de marie I ' 

' Yes, but what is the raa de marie ? ' 
'Don't you know? It is a sudden rising 
of the tide ; it comes only once in three years. 
It has surprised the bathers, many of whom are 
drowning. See, several machines have gone to 
pieces, and the others are floating like drift- 
wood I Yonder are two boats out picking up 
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the people, but if the waves continue to rise 
like this they will never save them all. One 
woman from that boat has fainted ; no, good 
heavens, she is dead.' 

The scene now became one of intense ex- 
citement. The water, rising higher and higher, 
was breaking now into waves of foam ; most of 
the machines were dashed about like corks 
upon the ocean, their frightened occupants 
giving forth the most fearful shrieks and cries. 
Suddenly there was a cry for the lifeboat ; 
immediately after it dashed down the sand, 
drawn by two horses, and was launched out 
upon the sea ; while Bradley and others occupied 
themselves in attending to those who were laid 
fainting upon the shore. 

But the boats, rapidly as they went to work, 
proved insufficient to save the mass of fright- 
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ened humanity still struggling with the waves. 
The screams and cries became heartrending as 
one after another sank to rise no more. Sud- 
denly there was another rush. 

'Leave the women to attend to the 
rescued/ cried several voices. *Let the men 
swim out to the rescue of those who are ex- 
hausted in the sea.' 

There was a rush to the water ; among 
the first was Bradley, who, throwing off his 
coat, plunged boldly into the water. Many 
of those who followed him were soon over- 
come by the force of the waves and driven 
back to shore; but Bradley was a powerful 
swimmer, and went on. 

He made straight for a figure which, 
seemingly overlooked by everyone else, was 
drifting rapidly out to sea. On coming nearer 
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he saw, by the long black hair, which floated 
around her on the water, that the figure was 
that of a woman. How she supported herself 
Bradley could not see ; she was neither swim- 
ming nor floating ; her back was towards him, 
and she might have fainted, for she made no 
sound. 

On coming nearer he saw that she was 
supporting herself by means of a plank, part 
of the debris which had drifted from the 
broken machines. By this time he was quite 
near to her; — she turned her face towards 
him, and he almost cried out in pain. 

He recognised his wife ! 

Yes, there she was, helpless and almost 
fainting — her eyes were heavy, her lips blue ; 
and he seemed to be looking straight into the 
face of death. Bradley paused, and the two 
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gazed into each other's eyes. He saw that 
her strength was going, but he made no 
attempt to put out a hand to save her. He 
thought of the past, of the curse this woman 
had been to him ; and he knew that by merely 
doing nothing she would be taken from 
him. 

Should he let her die ? Why not ? If he 
had not swmn out she most assuredly would 
have sunk and been heard of no more. Again 
he looked at her and she looked at him : her 
eyes were almost closed now: having once 
looked into his face she seemed to have 
resigned all hopes of rescue. 

No, he could not save her — the temptation 
was too great. He turned and swam in the 
direction of another figure which was floating 
helplessly upon the waves. He had only 
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taken three strokes when a violent revulsion 
of feeling came ; with a terrible cry he turned 
again to the spot where he had left the fainting 
and drowning woman. But she was not there 
— ^the plank was floating upon the water — that 
was all. 

Bradley dived, and reappeared holding the 
woman in his arms. Then he struck out with 
her to the shore. 

It was a matter of some difficulty to get 
there, for she lay like lead in his hold. Hav- 
ing reached the shore, he carried her up the 
beach, and placed her upon the sand. 

Then he looked to see if she was conscious. 

Yes, she stiU breathed ; — ^he gave her some 
brandy, and did all in his power to restore her 
to life. After a while she opened her eyes, 
and looked into Bradley's fiice. 
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'Ah, it is you 1 ' she murmured faintly, 
then, with a long-drawn sigh, she sank back, 
dead ! 

Still dripping from his encounter with the 
sea, his face as white as the dead face before 
him, Bradley stood like one turned to stone. 
Suddenly he was aroused by a heartrending 
shriek. The little boy whom he had seen with 
the dead woman broke from the hands of his 
nurse, and sobbing violently threw himself 
upon the dead body. 

' Maman 1 maman 1 ' he moaned. 

The helpless cries of the child forced upon 
Bradley the necessity for immediate action. 
Having learned from the nurse the address 
of the house where ' Mrs. Montmorency ' was 
staying, he had the body put upon a stretcher 
and conveyed there. He himself walked be- 
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side it, and the child followed, screaming and 
crying, in his nurse's anns. 

Having reached the house, the body was 
taken into a room to be properly dressed, 
while Bradley tried every means in his power 
to console the child ! After a while he was 
told that all was done, and he went into the 
chamber of death. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE LAST LOOK. 

Dead woman, shrouded white as snow 
While Death the shade broods darkly nigh. 

Place thy cold hand in mine, and so-— 
'Gtood-bye.' 

No prayer or blessing bom of breath 
Game from thy lips as thou didst die ; 

I loath'd thee living, but in death — 
' Good-bye I ' 

So close together after all, 

After long strife, stand thou and I, 
I bless thee, while I faintly call — 

' Good-bye I ' 

Good-bye the past and all its pain, 
Ejsslng thy poor dead hand, I cry — 

Again, again, and yet again — 
• Good-bye I '—7%« ExUe : a Poem, 

It would have been difficult to analyse 
accurately the emotions which filled the bosom 
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of Ambrose Bradley, as he stood and looked 
upon the dead face of the woman who, accord- 
ing to the law of the land and the sacrament 
of the Church, had justly claimed to be his 
wife. He could not conceal from himself that 
the knowledge of her death brought relief 
to him and even joy ; but mingled with that 
relief were other feelings less reassuring — pity, 
remorse even, and a strange sense of humilia- 
tion. He had never really loved the woman, 
and her conduct, previous to their long separa- 
tion, had been such as to kill all sympathy in 
the heart of a less sensitive man, while what 
might be termed her unexpected resurrection 
had roused in him a bitterness and a loathing 
beyond expression. Yet now that the last 
word was said, the last atonement made, now 
that he beheld the eyes that would never open 
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again, and the lips that would never again 
utter speech or sound, his soul was stirred to 
infinite compassion. 

After all, he thought, the blame had not 
been hers that they had been so ill-suited to 
each other, and afterwards, when they met in 
afl;er years, she had not wilfully sought to 
destroy his peace. It had all been a cruel 
fatality, from the first : another proof of the 
pitiless laws which govern human nature, and 
make men and women sufier as sorely for 
errors of ignorance and inexperience as for 
crimes of knowledge. 

He knelt by the bedside, and taking her 
cold hand kissed it solemnly. Peace was 
between them, he thought, then and for ever. 
She too, with all her faults and all her follies, 
had been a fellow- pilgrim by his side towards 
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the great bourne whence no pilgrim returns, 
and she had reached it first. He remembered 
now, not the woman who had flaunted her 
shamelessness before his eyes, but the pretty 
girl, almost a child, whom he had first known 
and fancied that he loved. In the intensity 

« 

of his compassion and self-reproach he even 
exaggerated the tenderness he had once felt 
for her ; the ignoble episode of their first 
intercouse catching a sad brightness reflected 
from the heavens of death. And in this mood, 
penitent and pitying, he prayed that God 
might forgive them both. 

When he descended from the room, his 
eyes were red with tears. He found the little 
boy sobbing wildly in the room below, 
attended by the kindly Frenchwoman who 
kept the house. He tried to soothe him, but 
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found it impossible, his grief being most pain- 
ful to witness, and violent in the extreme. 

'Ah, monsieur, it is indeed a calamity!' 
cried the woman. 'Madame was so good a 
mother, devoted to her child. But God is 
good — the little one has a father still ! * 

Bradley understood the meaning of her 
words, but did not attempt to undeceive her. 
His heart was weUing over with tenderness 
towards the pretty orphan, and he was think- 
ing too of his own harsh judgments on the 
dead, who, it was clear, had possessed many 
redeeming virtues, not the least of them being 
her attachment to her boy. 

' You are right, madame,' he replied, sadly, 
' and the little one shall not lack fatherly love 
and care. Will you come with me for a few 
moments ? I wish to speak to you alone.' 
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He placed his hand tenderly on the child's 
head, and again tried to soothe him, but he 
shrank away with petulant screams and cries. 
Walking to the front entrance he waited till 
he was joined there by the landlady, and they 
stood talking in the open air. 

* How long had she been here, madame ? ' 
he asked. 

'For a month, monsieur,' was the reply. 
*She came late in the season for the baths, 
with her honne and the little boy, and took my 
rooms. Pardon, but I did not know madame 
had a husband living, and so near.' 

* We have been separated for many years. 
I came to Boulogne yesterday quite by 
accident, not dreaming the -lady was here. 
Can you tell me if she has friends in 
Boulogne ? ' 
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'I do not think so, monsieur. She lived 
quite alone, seeing no one, and her only 
thought and care was for the little boy. She 
was a proud lady, very rich and proud ; no- 
thing was too good for her, or for the child ; 
she lived, as the saying is, en princesse. But 
no, she had no friends ! Doubtless, being an 
English lady, though she spoke and looked 
like a compatriote^ all her friends were in her 
own land/ 

'Just so,' returned Bradley, turning his 
head away to hide his tears ; for he thought to 

himself, 'Poor Mary! After all, she was 

desolate like myself ! How pitiful that I, of all 

men, should close her eyes and follow her to 

her last repose ! ' 

' Pardon, monsieur,' said the woman, ' but 

madam e, perhaps, was not of our Church ? 

She was, no doubt, Protestant ? * 
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It was a simple question, but simple as it 
was Bradley was startled by it. He knew 
about as much of his dead wife's professed 
belief as of the source whence she had drawn 
her subsistence. But he replied : 

* Yes, certainly. Protestant, of course.' 

* Then monsieur will speak to the English 
clergyman, who dwells there on the hill ' 
(here she pointed townward), * close to the 
English church. He is a good man. Monsieur 
Kobertson, and monsieur will find ' 

* I will speak to him,' interrupted Bradley. 
' But I myself am an English clergyman, and 
shall doubtless perform the last offices, when 
the time comes.' 

The woman looked at him in some 
astonishment, for his presence was the reverse 
of clerical, and his struggle in and with the sea 
had left his attire in most admired disorder . 
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but she remembered the eccentricities of the 
nation to which he belonged, and her wonder 
abated. After giving the woman a few more 
general instructions, Bradley walked slowly and 
thoughtfully to his hotel. 

More than once already his thoughts had 
turned towards Alma, but he had checked 
such thoughts and crushed them down in the 
presence of death ; left to himself, however, he 
could not conquer them, nor restrain a certain 
feeling of satisfaction in his newly-found 
freedom. He would write to Alma, as in duty 
bound, at once, and tell her of all that had 
happened. And then? It was too late, 
perhaps, to make full amends, to expect full 
forgiveness ; but it was his duty to give to 
her in the sight of the world the name he had 
once given to her secretly and in vain. 
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But the man's troubled spirit, sensitive to a 
degree, shrank from the idea of building up 
any new happiness on- the grave of the poor 
woman whose corpse he had just quitted. 
Although he was now a free man legally, he 
still felt morally bound and fettered. All his 
wish and prayer was to atone for the evil he 
had brought on the one being he reverenced 
and loved. He did not dare, at least as yet, to 
think of uniting his unworthy Ufe with a life so 
infinitely more beautiful and pure. 

Yes, he would write to her. The question 
was, where his letter would find her, and how 
soon? 

When he had last heard from her she was 
at Milan, but that was several weeks ago ; and 
since then, though he had written twice, there 
had been no response. She was possibly 
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travelling farther southward ; in all possibility, 
to Eome. 

The next few days passed drearily enough. 
An examination of some letters recently 
received by the deceased discovered two facts 
— ^first, that she had a sister, living in Oxford, 
with whom she corresponded; and, second, 
that her means of subsistence came quarterly 
from a firm of soUcitors in Bedford Eow, London. 
Next day the sister arrived by steamboat, ac- 
companied by her husband, a small tradesman. 
Bradley interviewed the pair, and found them 
decent people, well acquainted with their rela- 
tive's real position. The same day he received 
a communication from the solicitors, notifying 
that the annuity enjoyed by ' Mrs. Mont- 
morency ' lapsed with her decease, but that a 
large sum of money had been settled by the 
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late Lord Ombermere upon the child, the 
interest of the sum to be used for his main- 
tenance and education, and the gross amount 
with additions and under certain reservations, 
to be at his disposal on attaining his majority. 

On seeking an interview with the Eev. Mr. 
Eobertson, the minister of the English Church, 
Bradley soon found that his reputation had 
preceded him. 

'Do I address the famous Mr. Bradley, who 
some time ago seceded from the EngUsh 
Church ? ' asked the minister, a pale, elderly, 
clean-shaven man, bearing no little resemblance 
to a Eoman Catholic priest. 

Bradley nodded, and at once saw the not 
too cordial manner of the other sink to freezing 
point. 

' The unfortunate lady was your wife ? ' 
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* Yes ; but we had been separated for many 
years.* 

* Ah, indeed I * sighed the clergyman with a 
long-drawn sigh, a furtive glance of repulsion, 
and an inward exclamation of ' no wonder ! ' 

' Although we lived apart, and although, to 
be frank, there was great misunderstanding 
between us, all that is over for ever, you 
understand. It is in a spirit of the greatest 
tenderness and compassion that I wish to 
conduct the funeral service — ^to which I 
presume there is no objection.' 

Mr. Bobertson started in amazement, as if 
a bomb had exploded under his feet. 

* To conduct the fimeral service ! But you 
have seceded from the Church of England/ 

' In a sense, yes ; but I have never done 
so formally. I am still an English clergyman.' 
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*I could never consent to such a thing/ 
cried the other, indignantly. *I should look 
upon it as profanity. Your published opinions 
are known to me, sir ; they have shocked me 
inexpressibly; and not only in my opinion, 
but in that of my spiritual superiors, they are 
utterly unworthy of one calling himself a 
Christian.' 

'Then you refuse me permission to offi- 
ciate ? * 

'Most emphatically. More than that, I 
shall require some assurance that the lady did 
not share your heresies, before I will suffer the 
interment to take place in the precincts of my 
church.' 

* Is not my assurance sufficient ? ' 

' No, sir, it is not I ' exclaimed the clergy- 
man with scornful dignity. ' I do not wish to 
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say anything offensive, but, speaking as a 
Christian and a pastor of the English Church, 
I can attach no weight whatever to the 
assurances of one who is, in the public 
estimation, nothing better than an avowed 
infidel. Good morning ! ' 

So saying, with a last withering look, the 
clergyman turned on his heel and walked 
away. 

Seeing that remonstrance was useless, and 
might even cause public scandal, Bradley 
forthwith abandoned his design; but at his 
suggestion his wife's sister saw the incumbent, 
and succeeded in convincing him that Mrs. 
Montmorency had died in the true faith. The 
result of Mr. Eobertson's pious indignation 
was soon apparent. The sister and her 
husband, who had hitherto treated Bradley 
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with marked respect, now regarded him with 
sullen dislike and suspicion. They could not 
prevent him, however, from following as chief 
mourner, when the day of the funeral 
came. 

That funeral was a dismal enough ex- 
perience for Ambrose Bradley. Never before 
had he felt so keenly the vanity of his own 
creed and the isolation of his own opinions, as 
when he stood by the graveside and listened 
to the last solemn words of the English burial 
service. He seemed like a black shadow in 
the sacred place. The words of promise and 
resurrection had little meaning for one who 
had come to regard the promise as only beau- 
tiful 'poetry,' and the resurrection as only a 
poet's dream. And though the sense of his 
own sin lay on his heart like lead, he saw no 
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benign Presence blessing the miserable woman 
who had departed, upraising her on wings of 
gladness ; all he perceived was Death's infinite 
desolation, and the blackness of that open 
grave. 
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THE SIBEN. 



Weave a circle round him thrice. ... 

For he on honey-dew hath fed|j 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. — Kvbla Khan. 

Bradley's first impulse, on quitting Boulogne, 
was to hasten at once on to Italy, seek out 
Alma, and tell her all that had occurred ; but 
that impulse was no sooner felt than it was 
conquered. The man had a quickening con- 
science left, and he could not have stood just 
then before the woman he loved without the 
bitterest pain and humiliation. No, he would 
write to her, he would break the news gently 
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by letter, not by word of mouth ; and after- 
wards, perhaps, when his sense of spiritual 
agony had somewhat worn away, he would go 
to her and throw himself upon her tender 
mercy. So instead of flying on to Italy he 
returned by the mail to London, and thence 
wrote at length to Alma, giving her full details 
of 'his wife's death. 

By this time the man was so broken in 
spirit and so changed in body, that even his 
worst enemies might have pitied him. The 
trouble of the last few months had stript him 
of all his intellectual pride, and left him 
supremely sad. 

But now, as ever, the mind of the man, 
though its light was clouded, turned in the 
direction of celestial or supermundane things. 
Headers who are differently constituted, and 
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who regard such speculations as trivial or irre- 
levant, will doubtless have some difficuity in 
comprehending an individual who, through 
all vicissitudes of moral experience, invariably 
returned to the one set purpose of spiritual 
inquiry. To him one thing was paramount, 
even over all his own sorrows — the solution of 
the great problem of human life and immor- 
tality. This was his haunting idea, his mono- 
mania, so to speak. Just as a physiologist 
would examine his own blood under the 
microscope, just as a scientific inquirer would 
sacrifice his own life and happiness for the 
verification of a theory, so would Bradley ask 
himself, even when on the rack of moral tor- 
ment. How far does this suffering help me to a 
solution of the mystery of life ? 

True, for a time he had been indifferent, 
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even callous, drifting, on the vague current 
of agnosticism, he knew not whither ; but that 

did not last for long : the very constitution 

of Bradley saved him from that indifferent- 

ness which is the chronic disease of so many 

modern men. 

Infinitely tender of heart, he had been 

moved to the depths by his recent experience ; 

he had felt, as all of us at some time feel, the 

sanctifying and purifying power of Death. A 

mean man would have exulted in the new 

freedom Death had brought ; Bradley, on the 

other hand, stood stupefied and aghast at his 

own liberation. On a point of conscience he 

could have fought with, and perhaps conquered, 

all the prejudices of society ; but when his very 

conscience turned against him he was paralysed 

with doubt, wonder, and despair. 



THE SJREA. 99 

He returned to London, and there awaited 
Alma's answer. One day, urged by a sudden 
impulse, lie bent his steps towards the mys- 
terious house in Bayswater, and found Eustasia 
Mapleleafe sitting alone. Never had the little 
lady looked so strange and spirituelle. Her 
elfin-like face looked pale and worn, and her 
great wistful eyes were surrounded with dark 
melancholy rings. But she looked up as he 
entered, with her old smile. 

* I knew you would come,' she cried. ' I 
was thinking of you, and I felt the celestial 
agencies were going to bring us together. 
And I'm real glad to see you before we go 
away.' 

* You are leaving London ? ' asked Bradley, 
as he seated himself close to her. 

*Yes. Salem talks of going back home 
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before winter sets in and the fogs begin. I 
don't seem able to breathe right in this air. If 
I stopped here long, I think I should die.' 

As she spoke, ishe passed her thin trans- 
parent hand across her forehead, with a curious 
gesture of pain As Bradley looked at her 
steadfastly she averted his gaze, and a faint 
hectic flush came into her cheeks. 

' Guess you think it don't matter much,' she 
continued with the sharp nervous laugh pecu- 
liar to her, * whether I live or die. Well, Mr. 
Bradley, I suppose you're right, and I'm sure I 
don't care much how soon I go.' 

'You are very young to talk hke that,' 
said Bradley gently ; ' but perhaps I mis- 
understand you, and you mean that you would 
gladly exchange this Ufe for freer activity and 
larger happiness in another ? ' 
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Eustasia laughed again, but this time she 
looked full into her questioner's eyes. 

'I don't know about that/ she replied. 
\ What I mean is that I am downright tired, 
and should just like a good long spell of sleep.' 

* But surely, if your belief is true, you look 
for something more than that ? ' 

' I don't think I do. You mean I want to 
join the spirits, and go wandering about from 
one planet to another, or coming down to 
earth and making people uncomfortable? 
That seems a stupid sort of life, doesn't it ? — 
about as stupid as this one? I'd rather tuck 
my head under my wing, like a little bird, and 
go to sleep for ever ! ' 

Eradley opened his eyes, amazed and a 
Uttle disconcerted by the lady's candour. 
Before he could make any reply she continued, 
in a low voice : 
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' You see, I've got no one in the world to 
care for me, except Salqm, my brother. He's 
good to me, he is, but that doesn't make up for 
everything. I don't feel like a girl, but hk§ 
an old woman. I'd rather be one of those 
foolish creatures you meet everywhere, who 
think of nothing but millinery and flirtation, 
than what I am. That's all the good the spirits 
have done me, to spoil my good looks and 
make me old before my time. I hate them 
sometimes ; I hate myself for listening to them, 
and I say what I said before — that if I'm to 
live on as they do, and go on in the same 
curious way, I'd sooner die ! ' 

'I wish you would be quite honest with 
me,' said Bradley, after a brief pause. ' I see 
you are ill, and I am sure you are unhappy. 
Suppose much of your illness, and all your 
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unhappiness, came from your acquiescence in 
a scheme of folly and self-deception? You 
already know my opinion on these matters to 
which you allude. If I may speak quite 
frankly, I have always suspected you and your 
brother — but your brother more than you— of 
a conspiracy to deceive the public; and if I 
were not otherwise interested in you, if I did 
not feel for you the utmost sympathy and com- 
passion, I should pass the matter by without a 
word. As it is, I would give a great deal if 
I could penetrate into the true motives of your 
conduct, and ascertain how far you are self- 
deluded.' 

'It's no use,' answered Eustasia, shaking 
her head sadly. *I can't explain it all even 
to myself; impossible to explain to you.' 

* But do you seriously and verily believe in 
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the truth of these so-called spiritual manifes- 
tations ? 

' Guess I do/ returned the lady, with a 
decided nod. 

* You believe in them, even while you 
admit their stupidity, their absurdity ? ' 

* If you ask me, I think life is a foolish 
business altogether. That's why I'd like to be 
done with it ! ' 

*But surely if spiritualism were an ac- 
cepted fact, it would offer a solution of all the 
mysterious phenomena of human existence? 
It would demonstrate, at all events, that our 
experience does not cease with the body, 
which limits its area so much.' 

Eustasia sighed wearily, and folding her 
thin hands on her knee, looked wearily at the 
fire, which flickered faintly in the grate. With 
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all her candour of speech, she still presented to 
her interlocutor an expression of mysterious 
evasiveness. Nor was there any depth in her 
complaining sorrow. It seemed rather petu- 
lant and shallow than really solemn and pro- 
found. 

* I wish you wouldn't talk about it,' she 
said. ' Talk to me about yourself, Mr. Brad- 
ley. You've been in trouble, I know; they 
told me. I've liked you ever since I first saw 
you, and I wish I could give you some help.' 

Had Bradley been a different kind of man, 
he would scarcely have misunderstood the 
look she gave him then, full as it was of pas- 
sionate admiration which she took no care to 
veil. Bending towards him, and looking into 
his eyes, she placed her hand on his ; and the 
warm touch of the tremulous fingers went 
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through him with a curious thrill. Nor did 
she withdraw the hand as she continued : 

' I've only seen one man in the world like 
you. He's dead, he is. But you're his image. 
I told Salem so the day I first saw you. Some 
folks say that souls pass from one body into 
another, and I almost believe it when I think 
of him and look at you' 

As she spoke, with tears in her eyes and a 
higher flush on her cheek, there was a footstep 
in the room, and looking up she saw her 
brother, who had entered unperceived. His 
appearance was fortunate, as it perhaps saved 
her from some further indiscretions. Bradley, 
who had been too absorbed in the thoughts 
awakened by her first question to notice the 
peculiarity of her manner, held out his hand to 
the new-comer. 
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* Glad to see you again,' said the Professor. 
* I suppose Eustasia has told you that we're 
going back to the States? I calculate we 
haven't done much good by sailing over. The 
people of England are a whole age behind the 
Americans, and won't be ripe for our teaching 
till many a year has passed.' 

* When do you leave London ? ' 

' In eight days. We're going to take pass- 
age in the *' Maria," which sails to-morrow 
week.' 

' Then you will give no more stances ? I 
am sorry, for I should have liked to come 
again.' 

Eustasia started, and looked eagerly at her 
brother. 

'Will you come to-night f she asked 
suddenly. 
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' To-night ! ' echoed Bradley. ' Is a siance 
to be held?' 

' No, no,' interrupted Mapleleafe. 

' But yes,' added Eustasia. * We shall be 
alone, but that will be all the better. I 
should not like to leave England without con- 
vincing Mr. Bradley that there is something in 
your solar biology after all.' 

'You'll waste your time, Eustasia,' re- 
marked the Professor drily. 'You know 
what the poet says ? 

A man convinced against his will 
Is of the same opinion still. 

And I guess you'll never convert Mr. Bradley.' 
' I'll try, at any rate,' returned Eustasia, 
smiUng ; then turning to the clergyman with 
an eager wistful look, she added, ' You'll come, 
won't you ? To-night at seven.' 



THE SIREN. 109 

Bradley promised, and immediately after- 
wards took his leave. He had not exaggerated 
in expressing his regret at the departure of the 
curious pair; for since his strange experience 
at Boulogne he was intellectually unstrung, 
and eager to receive spiritual impressions, even 
from a quarter which he distrusted. He un- 
consciously felt, too, the indescribable fascina- 
tion which Eustasia, more than most women, 
knew how to exert on highly organised persons 
of the opposite sex. 

Left alone, the brother and sister looked at 
each other for some moments in silence ; then 
the Professor exclaimed half angrily : 

' You'll kill yourself, Eustasia, that's what 
yovUll do ! I've foreseen it all along, just as I 
foresaw it when you first met Ulysses S. 
Stedraan. You're clean gone on this man, and 
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if I wasn't ready to protect you, Lord knows 
you'd make a fool of yourself again.' 

Eustasia looked i^p in his face and laughed. 
It was curious to note her change of look and 
manner ; her face was still pale and elfin-like, 
but her eyes were full of malicious light. 

' Never mind, Salem,' she replied. ' You 
just leave Mr. Bradley to me.' 

'He's not worth spooning over, said 
Mapleleafe indignantly ; ' and let me tell you, 
Eustasia, you're not strong enough to go on 
like this. Think of your state of health! 
Doctor Quin says you'll break up if you don't 
take care I ' 

He paused, and looked at her in conster- 
nation. She was lying back in the sofa with 
her thin arms joined behind her head, and 
' crooning ' to herself, as was her frequent habit. 
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This time the words and tune were from a 
famihar play, which she had seen represented 
at San Francisco. 

Black spirits and white, 

Blue spirits and grey, 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 

You that mingle may I 

*I do believe you're downright mad I' 
exclaimed the little Professor. ' Tell me the 
truth, Eustasia — do you love this man 
Bradley ? ' 

Eustasia ceased singing, but remained in the 
same attitude. 

'T loved him who is dead,' she replied, 
' and I love Mr. Bradley because he is so like 
the other. K you give me time I will win him 
over ; I will make him love me! 

' What nonsense you're talking I ' 

' Nonsense ? It's the truth ! ' cried Eus- 
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tasia, springing up and facing her brother. 
* Why should I not love him ? Why should he 
not love me ? Am I to spend all my life like 
a slave, with no one to care for me, no one to 
give me a kind word ? I won't do it. I want 
to be free. I'm tired of sitting at home all 
day alone, and playing the sibyl to the fools 
you bring here at night. Lord knows I 
haven't long to live; before I die I want to 
draw in one good long breath of love and joy ! 
Perhaps it will kill me as you say — so much 
the better — ^I should like to die like that ! ' 

' Euj?tasia, will you hsten to reason ? ' ex- 
claimed the distracted Professor. * You're 
following a will-o'-the-wisp, that's what you 
are I This man don't care about any woman in 
the world but olie, and you're wasting your 
precious time.* 
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' I know my power, and you know it too, 
Salem. I'm going to bring him to my feet/ 

* How, Eustasia ? ' 

* Wait, and you will see ! ' answered the 
girl, with her low, nervous laugh. 

' Think better of it ! ' persisted her brother. 
* You promised me, after Ulysses S. Stedman 
died, to devote all your life, strength, and 
thought to the beautiful cause of scientific 
spiritualism. Nature has made you a living 
miracle, Eustasia ! I do admire to see one so 
gifted throwing herself away, just like a school- 
girl, on the first good-looking man she meets ! ' 

' I hate spiritualism,' was the reply. * What 
has it done for me ? Broken my heart, Salem, 
and wasted my life. I've dwelt too long with 
ghosts ; I want to feel my life as other women 
do. And I tell you I will I ' 

VOL. III. I 
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' The poor Professor shook his head du- 
biously, but saw that there was no more to be 
said — ^at any rate just then. 



At seven o'clock that evening Bradley re- 
turned to the house in Bayswater, and found 
the brother and sister waiting for him. 

Eustasia wore a loose-fitting robe of black 
velvet, cut low round the bust, and without 
sleeves. Her neck and arms were beautifully 
though delicately moulded, white and glisten- 
ing as satin, and the small serpent-like head, 
with its wonderfully brilliant eyes, was sur- 
mounted by a circlet of pearls. 

Bradley looked at her in surprise. Never 
before had she seemed so weirdly pretty. 

The Professor, on the other hand, despite 
his gnome-like brow, appeared unusually igno- 
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ble and commonplace. He was ill at ease, 
too, and cast distrustful glances from time to 
time at his sister, whose manner was as brilliant 
as her appearance, and who seemed to have 
cast aside the depression which she had shown 
during the early part of the day. 

After some little desultory conversation, 
Bradley expressed his impatience for the sSance 
to begin. The landlady of the house, herself 
(as the reader is aware) an adept, was therefore 
summoned to give the party, and due prepa- 
rations made by drawing the window-blinds 
and extinguishing the gas. Before the lights 
were quite put out, however, the Professor 
addressed his sister. 

' Eustasia, you're not well ! Say the word, 
and I'm sure Mr. Bradley will excuse you for 
to-night.' 

I 2 
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The appeal was in vain, Eustasia persisting. 
The seance began. The Professor and Mrs. 
Kozzi Smith were vis-a-vis, while Eustasia, her 
back towards the folding-doors communicat- 
ing to the inner chamber, sat opposite to 
Bradley. 

The clergyman was far less master of him- 
self than on the former occasions. No sooner 
did he find himself in total darkness than his 
heart began to beat with great muffled throbs, 
and nervous thrills ran through his frame. 
Before there was the slightest intimation of any 
supernatural presence, he seemed to see before 
him the dead face of his wife, white and awful 
as he had beheld it in that darkened chamber 
at Boulogne. Then the usual manifestations 
began ; bells were rung, feint hghts flashed 
hither and thither, the table round which they 
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were seated rose^ in the air, mysterious hands 
were passed over Bradley's face. He tried to 
retain his self-possession, but found it impos- 
sible ; a sickening sense of horror and fearful 
anticipation overmastered him, so that the 
clammy sweat stood upon his brow, and his 
body trembled like a reed. 

Presently the voice of the little Professor 
was heard saying : 

' Who is present ? Will any of our dear 
friends make themselves known ? ' 

There was a momentary pause. Then an 
answer came in the voice of Eustasia, but 
deeper and less clear. 

* I am here.' 
^Whoareyou?' 

* Laura, a spirit of the winged planet 
Jupiter. I speak through the bodily mouth of 
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our dear sister, who is far away, walking with 
my brethren by the lake of golden fire.' 

* Are you alone ? ' 

' No ! others are present — ^I see them passing 
to and fro. One is bright and beautiful. Her 
face is glorious, but she wears a raiment like a 
shroud ' 

' What does that betoken ? ' 

' It betokens that she has only just died.' 

A shiver ran through Bradley's frame. 
Could the dead indeed be present ? and if so, 
what dead ? His thoughts flew back once more 
to that miserable death-chamber by the sea. The 
next moment something like a cold hand touched 
him, and a low voice murmured in his ear : 

* Ambrose ! are you listening ? It is I ! ' 

' Who speaks ? ' he murmured under breath. 
' Alma ! Do you know me ? ' 
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Was it possible? Doubtless his phantasy 
deceived him, but he seemed once more to hear 
the very tones of her he loved. 

* Do not move ! ' continued the voice. * Per- 
haps this is a last meeting for a long time, 
for I am called away. It is your Alma's spirit 
that speaks to you ; her body Hes dead at 
Rome.' 

A wild cry burst from Bradley's lips, and 
he sank back in his chair, paralysed and over- 
powered. 

' It is a cheat ! ' he gasped. * It is no spirit 
that is speaking to me, but a living woman.' 

And he clutched in the direction of the 
voice, but touched only the empty air. 

'If you break the conditions, I must 
depart ! ' cried the voice faintly, as if from a 
distant part of the room. 
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* Shall I break up the siance ? ' asked the 
Professor. 

*No!' cried Bradley, again joining his 
hands with those of his neighbours to complete 
the circle. ' Go on ! go on ! ' 

'Are our dear friends still present?' de- 
manded the Professor. 

' I am here/ returned the voice of Eustasia. 
'I see the spirit of a woman, weeping and 
wringing her hands ; it is bhe that wears the 
shroud. She speaks to me. She tells us that 
her earthly name was a word which signifies 
holy.' 

' In God's name,' cried Bradley, * what does 
it mean? She of whom you speak is not 
dead ? — no, no ! ' 

Again he felt the touch of a clammy hand, 
and again he heard the mysterious voice. 
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* Death is nothing ; it is only a mystery — 
a change. The body is nothing ; the spirit is 
all-present and all-powerful. Keep quiet ; and 
I will try to materialise myself even more/ 

He sat still in shivering expectation ; then 
he felt a touch like breath upon his forehead, 
and two lips, warm with life, were pressed close 
to his, while at the same moment he felt what 
seemed a human bosom heaving against his 
own. If this phenomenon was supernatural, 
it was certainly very real; for the effect was 
of warm and living flesh. Certain now that 
he was being imposed upon, Bradley de- 
ter mined to make certain by seizing the 
substance of the apparition. He had scarcely, 
however, withdrawn his arms from the circle, 
when the phenomenon ceased; there was a 
loud cry from the others present ; and on the 
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gas being lit, Eustasia and the rest were seen 
sitting quietly in their chairs, the former just 
recovering from a state of trance. 

'I warned you, Eustasia/ cried the Pro- 
fessor indignantly. ' I knew Mr. Bradley was 
not a fair inquirer, and would be certain to 
break the conditions.' 

' It is an outrage,' echoed the lady of the 
house. * The heavenly intelligences will never 
forgive us.' 

Without heeding these remonstrances, 
Bradley, deathly pale, was gazing intently at 
Eustasia. She met his gaze quietly enough, 
but her heightened colour and sparkling eyes 
betokened that she was labouring under great 
excitement. 

* It is infamous ! ' he cried. ' I am certain 
now that this is a vile conspiracy.' 
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* Take care, sir, take care ! ' exclaimed the 
Professor. ' There's law in the land, and ' 

' Hush, Salem I ' said Eustasia gently. 
*Mr. Bradley does not mean what he says. 
He is too honourable to make charges which 
he cannot substantiate, even against a helpless 
girl. He is agitated by what he has seen to- 
night, but he will do us justice when he has 
thought it over.' 

Without replying, Bradley took up his hat 
and moved to the door ; but, turning suddenly, 
he again addressed the medium : 

' I cannot guess by what means you have 
obtained your knowledge of my private life, 
but you are trading upon it to destroy the 
happiness of a fellow-creature. God forgive 
you I Your own self-reproach and self-con- 
tempt will avenge me ; I cannot wish you any 
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sorer punishment than the infamy and degra- 
dation of the life you lead/ 

With these words he would have departed, 
but, swift as lightning, Eustasia flitted across 
the room and blocked his way. 

' Don't go yet I ' she cried. * Of v^hat do 
you accuse me ? Why do you blame me for 
what the spirits have done ? ' 

'The spirits!' he repeated bitterly. 'I'm 
not a child, to be so easily befooled. In one 
sense, indeed, you have conjured up devils, 
who some day or another will compass your 
own destruction.' 

' That's true enough — they may be devils,' 
said Eustasia. * Salem knows — we all know — 
that we can't prevent the powers of evil from 
controlling the powers of good, and coming in 
their places. Guess some of them have been at 
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work to-night. Mr. Bradley, perhaps it's our^ 
last meeting on earth. Won't you shake hands ? ' 

As she spoke her wild eyes were full of 
tears, which streamed down her face. Acting 
under a sudden impulse, Bradley took her out- 
stretched hand, held it firmly, and looked her 
in the face. 

' Confess the cheat, and I will freely for- 
give you. It was you personated one who is 
dear to me, and whom you pretended to be a 
spirit risen from the grave.' 

* Don't answer him, Eustasial' exclaimed 
the Professor. *He ought to know that's 
impossible, for you never left your seat.' 

' Certainly not,' said Mrs. Piozzi Smith. 

But Bradley, not heeding the interruption, 
still watched the girl and grasped her passive 
hand. 
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' Answer me I Tell me the truth I ' 

r 

' How can I tell you ? ' answered Eustasia, 
' I was tranced, and my spirit was far away. 
I don't even know what happened/ 

With a contemptuous gesture, Bradley re- 
leased her, and walked from* the room. All 
his soul revolted at the recent experience ; yet 
mingled with his angry scepticism was a certain 
vague sense of dread. If, after all, he had not 
been deceived, and something had happened 
to Alma ; if, as the seance seemed to suggest, 
she was no longer living I The very thought 
almost turned his brain. Dazed and terrified, 
he made his way down the dark passage and 
left the house. 

No sooner had he gone than Eustasia 
uttered a low cry, threw her arms into the air, 
and sank swooning upon the floor. 
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Her brother raised her in a moment, and 
placed her upon the sofa. It was some 
minutes before she recovered. When she did 
so, and gazed wildly around, there was a tiny- 
fleck of red upon her lips, like blood. 

She looked up in her brother's face, and 
began laughing hysterically. 

* Eustasia I For God's sake, control 
yourself 1 You'll make yourself downright ill ! ' 

Presently the hysterical fit passed away. 

' Leave us together, please I ' she said to the 
grim woman of the house. ' I — I wish to 
speak to my brother.' 

Directly the woman had retired, she took 
her brother by the hand. 

* Don't be angry with me, Salem I ' she said 
softly. * I'm not long for this world now, and 
I want you to grant me one request.' 
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'What is it, Eustasia? ' asked the Professor, 
touched by her strangely tender manner. 

' Don't take me away from England just 
yet. Wait a little while longer.* 

* Eustasia, let me repeat, you're following a 
will-o'-the-wisp, you are indeed! Take my 
advice, and never see that man again I ' 

' I must — I will ! ' she cried. * Salem, 
I've used him cruelly, but I love him I I shall 
die now if you take me away ! ' 
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CHAPTER XXVin. 

THE ETERNAL CITY. 

In the night of the seven-hill'd city, disrobed, and uncrown'd, 

and undone, 
Thou moanest, Eizpah, Madonna, and countest the bones of 

thy son. 

The bier is vacant above thee, His corpse is no longer thereon, 
A wind came out of the dark, and he fell as a leaf, and is gone I 

They have taken thy crown, Rizpah, and driven thee forth 

with the swine, 
But the bones of thy Son they have left thee — ^yea, wash them 

with tears — they are thine I 

Thou moanest an old incantation, thou troiiblest earth with thy 

cries. ... 
Ah, God, if the bones should hear thee, and join once again, 

and arise I — Rome : a Poem, 

As the days passed, Bradley found his state of 
suspense and anxiety intolerable. Day after 
day he had hoped to hear from Alma, until at 
length disappointment culminated in despair. 
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He then determined he shoidd know with 
certainty what had become of her, and re- 
solved to go to Milan. 

What he had seen at the siance had im- 
pressed him more than he would admit to 
himself. He could not believe that any evil 
had happened — he would not believe it with- 
out the most positive evidence of the fact. So 
he said to himself one hour, and the next his 
heart grew sick with an uncontrollable dread ; 
and he refused to hope that the revelation of 
the seance was a delusion. 

He left his home and proceeded to the 
station in the former mood, but the train had 
hardly moved from the platform when his 
despair seized him, and if he could he would 
have relinquished the journey. Alternating 
thus between hope and despair, he travelled 
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without a break, and in due course he reached 
Milan. 

His inquiries about Ahna were promptly 
answered. 

The beautiful and wealthy English lady 
was well known. She had, until quite recently, 
been the occupant of a splendid suite of 
apartments in the best quarter of the city ; but 
she had gone. 

Bradley heard all this, and almost savagely 
he repeated after his informant, an old Italian 
waiter who spoke English well, the word 
' Gone I ' 

* Gone where ? ' he demanded. ' You must 
kjB^^vr-here she has gone to ? ' 

* Yes, Signer ; she has gone to Eome ! ' 

' To Eome ! And her address there is ? ' 

' That I do not know, Signer.' 

k2 
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' Have me taken to the house she occupied 
when here,' Bradley ordered ; and he was 
driven to the house Alma had dwelt in. 

There also he failed to learn Alma's address. 
All that was known was that she had gone to 
Eome ; that her departure had been sudden, 
and that she had said she would not return to 
Milan. 

Dismissing the carriage that had brought 
him, he walked back to his hotel. 

It was night ; the cool breeze from the 
Alps was delightfully refreshing after the sultry 
heat of the day ; the' moon was full and the fair 
old city was looking its fairest, but these things 
Bradley heeded not. Outward beauty he could 
not see, for all his mind and soul was dark — 
the ancient palaces, the glorious Cathedral, the 
splendid Carrara marble statue of Leonardo, 
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and the bronze one of Cavour, were passed 
unnoticed and uncared for. One thing only 
was in his mind — to get to Kome to find Ahna. 
One thing was certain : she had left Milan in 
good health, and must surely be safe still 

* Ah I ' he said to himself, ' when did she 
leave Milan? Fool tha.t I am, not to have 
learned,' and, almost running, he retiurned to 
the house and inquired. 

He was disappointed with the information 
he received. Alma had left Milan some time 
before the stance in London had been held. 

Entering a restaurant, he found that he 
could get a train to Eome at midnight. He 
returned to his hotel, ate a morsel of food, 
drank some wine, and then went to the railway 
station. 

It was early morning when he entered the 
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Eternal City, and the lack of stir upon the 
streets troubled and depressed him. It accen- 
tuated the difference between his present visit 
and the last he had made, and he cried in his 
heart most bitterly that the burden of his 
sorrow was too great. 

He was about to tell the driver of the fiacre 
to take him to his old quarters on the Piazza 
di Spagna, when he changed his mind. If he 
went there he would be in the midst of his 
countrymen, and in his then mood the last 
being he wished to see was an Enghshman. 
So he asked the driver to take him to 
any quiet and good boarding-house he knew, 
and was taken to one in the Piazza Sta. Maria 
in Monti. 

In the course of the day he went out to 
learn what he could of Alma. 
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He met several acquaintances, but they had 
neither seen nor heard of her ; indeed, they 
were not in her circle, and though they had 
seen or, heard of her, they would hardly have 
remembered. Bradley well knew the families 
Alma would be hkely to visit, but he shrank 
from inquiring at their houses ; he went to the 
doors of several and turned away without 
asking to be admitted. 

By-and-by he went into the Caffe Nuovo, 
and eagerly scanned the papers, but found no 
mention of Alma in them. A small knot of 
young Englishmen and Americans sat near to 
him, and he thought at last that he caught the 
name of Miss Craik mentioned in their conver- 
sation. 

He listened with painful attention, and 
found that they were speaking of some one the 
Jesuits had * hooked,' as they put it. 
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* And, by Jove, it was a haul 1 ' one young 
fellow said, ' Any amount of cash, I am told.' 

^ That is so,' replied one of his comrades ; 
* and the girl is wonderfully beautiful, they 
say.' 

Bradley started at this, and hstened more 
mtently than before. 

* Yes,' the first speaker said, ^ she is beauti- 
ful. I had her pointed out to me in Milan, and 
I thought her the besfr-looking woman I had 
ever seen.' 

' Excuse me,' said Bradley, stepping up to 
the speakers. ' I — I would like to know the 
name of the lady you refer to.' 

* Oh, certainly ; her name is Miss Alma 
Craik.' 

' Alma living ! ' Bradley shrieked, and 
staggered, like one in drink, out of the cafie. 
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Dazed and half maddened, he found his 
way to the lodging. He locked the door of his 
room and paced the floor, now clenching his 
hands together, then holding his forehead in 
them as if to still its bounding pain. 

' Taken by the Jesuits I ' he muttered. 
' Then she is dead indeed — ay, worse than 
dead ! ' 

He paused at length at the window and 
looked out. The next instant he sprang back 
with a look of utter horror on his face. 

* What if she is over there I ' he gasped, and 
sank into a chair. 

By over there he meant the convent of the 
Famesiani nuns. From the window he could 
see down the cul-de-sac that led to the convent. 
He knew the place well ; he knew it to be well 
deserving of its name, the living Tomb, and that 
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of its inmates it was said * they daily die and dig 
their own graves/ 

If Alma was indeed in there, then she was 
lost. 

Bradley shook off as far as he could his 
feeling of helplessness and hopelessness, and 
with frenzied haste he rose from the chair, 
left the house, and went over towards the 
convent. 

He knew that the only way to communicate 
with the inmates was to mount to a platform 
above the walls of the houses, and to rap on a 
barrel projecting from the platform. He had 
once been there and had been admitted. He 
forgot that then he had proper credentials, and 
that now he had none. 

He was soon on the platform, and not only 
rapped, but thundered on the barrel. 
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A muffled voice from the interior demanded 
his business. 

His reply was whether an Englishwoman 
named Craik was within the convent. To that 
question he had no answer, and the voice 
within did not speak again. 

He stayed long and repeated his question 
again and again in the hope of obtaining an 
answer, and only left when he had attracted 
attention, and was invited by the police to 
desist. 

What was to be done .^ he asked himself as 
he stood in the street. Do something he must, 
but what ? 

' I have it I ' he said. ' I will go to the 
Jesuit head-quarters and demand to be in- 
formed ; ' and putting his resolve into action he 
walked thither. 
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He was courteously received, and asked his 
business. 

*My business is a painfiil one,' Bradley 
began. ' I wish to know if an Enghsh lady 
named Craik has joined your church ? ' 

' She did return to the true faith,' replied 
the priest, raising his eyes to heaven, ' and for 
her return the Holy Virgin and the Saints be 
praised I ' 

' And now — where is she now ? ' 

With painful expectancy he waited for the 
priest to answer. 

' Now I now, Signor, she is dead I ' was the 
reply. 

Bradley heard, and fell prone upon the 
floor. 

On recovering from his swoon, Bradley 
found himself surrounded by several priests. 
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one of whom was sprinkling his face with 
water, while another was beating the palms of 
his hands. Pale and trembling, he struggled 
to his feet, and gazed wildly around him, 
imtil his eyes fell upon the face of the aged 
official whom he had just accosted. He en- 
deavoured to question him again, but the little 
Italian at his command seemed to have for- 
saken him, and he stammered and gasped in 
a kind of stupefaction. 

At this moment he heard a voice accost 
him in excellent English ; a softly musical voice, 
full of beautiful vibrations. 

' I am sorry, sir, at your indisposition. If 
you will permit me, I will conduct you back to 
your hotel.' 

The speaker, like his companions, had the 
clean-shaven face of a priest, but his expression 
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was bright and good-humoured. His eye- 
brows were black and prominent, but his hair 
was white as snow. 

Bradley clutched him by the arm. 

' What — ^what does it mean ? I must have 
been dreaming. I came here to inquire after 
a dear friend — ^a lady ; and that man told me — 
told me ' 

' Pray calm yourself,' said the stranger 
gently. ' First let me take you home, and then 
I myself will give you whatever information you 
desire.' 

' No I ' cried Bradley, ' I will have the truth 
nowV 

And as he faced the group of priests his 
eyes flashed and his hands were clenched con- 
vulsively. To his distracted gaze they seemed 
like evil spirits congregated for his torture and 
torment. 
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' What is it you desire to know ? ' demanded 
he who had spoken in English. As he spoke 
he glanced quietly at his companions, with a 
significant movement of the eyebrows ; and, as 
if understanding the sign, they withdrew from 
the apartment, leaving himself and Bradley 
quite alone. 

* Pray sit down,' he continued gently, be- 
fore Bradley could answer his former question. 

But the other paid no attention to the 
request. 

' Do not trifle with me,' he cried, ' but 
tell me at once what I demand to know. I 
have been to the convent, seeking one who is 
said to have recently joined your church — 
which God forbid ! When I mentioned her 
name I received no answer ; but it is common 
gossip that a lady bearing her name was re- 
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cently taken there. You can tell me if this is 
true/ 

The priest looked at him steadfastly, and, 
as it seemed, very sadly. 

* Will you tell me the lady's name ? ' 

' She is known as Miss Alma Craik, but she 
has a right to another name, which she shall 
bear/ 

' Alas 1 ' said the other, with a deep sigh 
and a look full of infinite compassion, ' I knew 
the poor lady well. Perhaps, if you have been 
in correspondence with her, she mentioned my 
name — the Abb^ Brest ? ' 

' Never,' exclaimed Bradley. 

' What is it you wish to know concerning 
her ? I will help you as well as I can.' 

' First, I wish to be assured that that man 
lied (though of course I know he lied) when he 
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said that evil had happened to her, that — that 
she had died. Next, I demand to know where 
she is, that I may speak to her. Do not at- 
tempt to keep her from me ! I will see her I ' 

The face of the Abbe seemed to harden, 
while his eyes retained their sad, steadfast gaze. 

* Pardon me/ he said after a moment's 
reflection, * and do not think that I put the ques- 
tion in rudeness or with any want of brotherly 
sympathy — ^but by what right do you, a 
stranger, solicit this information ? If I give it 
you, I must be able to justify myself before my 
superiors. The lady, or, as I should rather say, 
our poor Sister, is, as I understand, in no way 
related to you by blood ? ' 

' She is my wife 1 ' answered Bradley. 

It was now the other's turn to express, or 
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at least assume, astonishment. Uttering an 
incredulous exclamation, he raised his eyes to 
heaven, and shghtly elevated his hands. 

' Do you think I lie ? ' cried Bradley sternly. 
' Do you think I he, like those of your church, 
whose trade it is to do so ? I tell you I have 
come here to claim her who is my wife, by the 
laws of man and God I ' 

Again the Abb^ repeated his pantomime 
expressive of pitiful increduUty. 

' Surely you deceive yourself,' he said. 
' Miss Craik was never married. She lived 
unmated, and in blessed virginity was baptised 
into our church.' 

' Where is she ? Let me speak to her ! ' 
cried Bradley, with a sudden access of his old 
passion. 
• The Abbe pointed upward. 
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' She is with the saints of heaven ! ' he said, 
and crossed himself. 

Again the unfortunate clergyman's head 
went round, and again he seemed about to 
fall ; but recovering himself with a shuddering 
eflfort, he clutched the priest by the arm, ex- 
claiming— 

' Torture me no more I You are juggling 
with my life, as you have done with hers. But 
tell me it is all false, and I will forgive you. 
Though you are a priest, you have at least the 
heart of a man. Have pity ! If what you have 
said is true, I am destroyed body and soul — 
yes, body and soul ! Have mercy upon me ! 
Tell me my darling is not dead I ' 

The Abba's face went white as death, and 
at the same moment his lustrous eyes seemed 
to fill with tears. Trembling violently, he 
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took Bradley's hand, and pressed it tenderly. 
Then releasing him, he glanced upward and 
turned towards the door of the chamber. 

* Stay here till I return,' he said in a low 
voice, and disappeared. 

Half swooning, Bradley sank into a chair, 
covering his face with his hands. A quarter of 
an hour passed, and he still remained in the 
same position. Tears streamed from his eyes, 
and from time to time he moaned aloud in 
complete despair. Suddenly he felt a touch 
upon his shoulder, and looking up he again 
encountered the compassionate eyes of the 
Abb^ Brest. 

* Come with me ! ' the Abb6 said. 
Bradley was too lost in his own wild fears 

and horrible conjectures to take any particular 
note of the manner of the priest. Had he done 
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SO, he would have perceived that it betrayed 
no little hesitation and agitation. But he rose 
eagerly, though as it were mechanically, and 
followed the Abb^ to the door. 

A minute afterwards they were walking 
side by side in the open sunshine. 

To the bewildered mind of Ambrose Brad- 
ley it all seemed like a dream. The sun- 
light dazzled his brain so that his eyes could 
scarcely see, and he was only conscious 
of hurrying along through a crowd of living 
ghosts. 

Suddenly he stopped, tottering. 

' What is the matter ? ' cried the Abb^, 
supporting him. * You are ill again, I fear ; 
let me call a carriage.' 

And, suiting the action to the word, he 
beckoned up a carriage which was just then 
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passing. By this time Bradley had recovered 
from his momentary faintn^ess. 

* Where are you taking me ? ' he demanded. 

* Get in, and I will tell you I ' returned the 
other ; and when Bradley had seated himself, 
he leant over to the driver and said something 
in a low voice. 

Bradley repeated his question, while the 
vehicle moved slowly away. 

*I am going to make inquiries,' was the 
reply ; ' and as an assurance of my sympathy 
and good faith, I have obtained permission 
for you to accompany me. But let me now 
conjure you to summon all your strength to 
bear the inevitable; and let it be your com- 
fort if, as I believe and fear, something terrible 
has happened, to know that there is much in 
this world sadder far than death.' 
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* I ask you once more/ said Bradley in a 
broken voice, * where are you taking me ? ' 

' To those who can set your mind at rest, 
once and for ever/ 

^Who are they?' 

' The Famesiani sisters,' returned the Abbe. 

Bradley sank back on his seat stupefied, 
with a sickening sense of horror. 

The mental strain and agony were growing 
almost too much for him to bear. Into that 
brief day he had concentrated the torture of 
a hfetime; and never before had he known 
with what uttemess of despairing passion he 
loved the woman whom he indeed held to be, 
in the sight of God, his wife. With frenzied 
self-reproach he blamed himself for all that 
had taken place. Had he never consented to 
an ignoble deception, never gone through the 
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mcx^kery of a marriage ceremony with Alma, 
they might still have been at peace together ; 
legally separated for the time being, but spiri- 
tually joined for ever; pure and sacred for 
each other, and for all the V7orld. But now — 
now it seemed that he had lost her, body and 
soul! 

The carriage presently halted, and Bradley 
saw at a glance that they were at the corner 
of the cul'de-sac leading to the convent. They 
alighted, and the Abbe paid the driver. A 
couple of minutes later they were standing on 
the platform above the walls of the houses. 

AU around them the bright sunshine burnt 
golden over the quivering roofe of Eome, and 
the sleepy hum of the Eternal City rolled up 
to them like the murmur of a summer sea. 

There they stood like two black spots on 
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the aerial brightuess; and again Bradley fell 
into one of those waking trances which he had 
of late so frequently experienced, and which 
he had frequently* compared, in his calmer 
moments, to the weird seizures of the young 
Prince, ' blue-eyed and fair of face,' in the 
* Princess/ 

He moved, looked, spoke as usual, showing 
no outward indication of -his condition ; but a 
mist was upon his mind, and nothing was real ; 
he seemed rather a disembodied spirit than a 
man ; the Abba's voice strange and far off, 
though clear and distinct as a bell ; and when 
the Abb6 rapped on the barrel, as he himself 
had done so recently, the voice that answered 
the summons sounded like a voice from the 
very grave itself. 
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CHAPTEE XXIX. 

THE NAMELESS GRAVE. 

The aU-bebolding Bun shall Bee no more 

In all hlB course ; nor yet in the cold ground 

Where thy pale form was laid with many tears. 

Nor in the embrace of Ocean shall exist 

Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim 

Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again ; 

And, lost each human trace, surrendering up 

Thine indiyidual being, shalt thou go 

To mix for ever with the elements, 

To be a brother to th' insensible rock 

And to the sluggish clod. — Thanatopsis, 

It seemed a dream still, but a horrible smiless 
dream, all that followed ; and in after years 
Ambrose Bradley never remembered it without 
a thrill of horror, finding it ever impossible to 
disentangle the reality from illusion, or to 
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separate the darkness of the visible experience 
from that of his own mental condition. But 
this, as far as he could piece the ideas together, 
was what he remembered. 

Accompanied by the mysterious Abb^, he 
seemed to descend ' into the bowels of the 
earth, and to follow the figure of a veiled and 
sibylline figure who held a lamp. Passing 
through dark subterranean passages, he came 
to a low corridor, the walls and ceiling of 
which were of sohd stone, and at the further 
end of which was a door containing an iron 
grating. 

The priest approached the door, and said 
something in a low voice to some one beyond. 

There was a pause; then the door re- 
volved on its hinges, and they entered, — to 
find themselves in a black and vault-like 
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chamber, the darkness of which was literally 
' made visible ' by one thin, spectral stream of 
light, trickling through an orifice in the arched 
ceihng. 

Here they found themselves in the presence 
of a tall figure stoled in black, which the Abb6 
saluted with profound reverence. It was to all 
intents and purposes the figure of a woman, 
but the voice which responded to the priest's 
salutation in Italian was deep — almost — as that 
of a man. 

* What is your errand, brother ? ' de- 
manded the woman after the first formal 
greeting was over. As she spoke she turned 
her eyes on Bradley, and they shone bright 
and piercing through her veil. 

* I come direct from the Holy OflSce,' 
answered the Abb6, * and am deputed to in- 
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quire of you concerning one who was until 

recently an inmate of this sacred place, — a 

poor suffering Sister, who came here to find 
peace, consolation, and blessed rest. This 

English signor, who accompanies me, is deeply 

interested in her of whom I speak, and the 

Holy Office permits that you should tell him 

all you know. 

The woman again gazed fixedly at Bradley 

as she replied — 

* She who enters here as an inmate leaves 
behind her at the gate her past life, her worldly 
goods, her kith and kin, her very name. 
Death itself could not strip her more bare of 
all that she has been. She becomes a ghost, 
a shadow, a cipher. How am I to follow 
the fate of one whose trace in the world has 
disappeared ? ' 

* You are trifling with me I ' cried Bradley. 
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* Tell me at once, is she or is she not an inmate 
of this living hell ? ' 

* Do not blaspheme ! ' cried the Abb^ in 
English, while the veiled woman crossed her- 
self with a shudder. ' It is only in compassion 
for your great anguish of mind that our blessed 
Sister will help you, and such words as you are 
too prone to use will not serve your cause. 
Sister,' he continued in Italian, addressing the 
woman, * the English signor would not wilHngly 
ofiend, though he has spoken wildly, out of the 
depth of his trouble. Now hsten ! It is on the 
record of the Holy Oflfice that on a certain day 
some few months ago an English lady, under 
sanction, entered these walls and voluntarily 
said farewell to the world for ever, choosing 
the blessed path of a divine death-in-hfe to the 
sins and sorrows of an existence which was 
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surely life-in-death. The name she once bore, 
and the date on which she entered the con- 
vent, are written down on this paper. Please 
read them, and then perhaps you will be able 
to guide us in our search/ 

So saying, the Abbe handed to the woman 
a folded piece of paper. She took it quietly, 
and, stepping slowly to the part of the chamber 
which was lit by the beam of chilly sunshine, 
opened the paper and appeared to read the 
writing upon it. As she did so, the dim and 
doubtful radiance fell upon her, and showed 
through the black but semi-transparent veil the 
dim outline of a livid human face. 

Leaving the chamber, she approached a 
large vaulted archway at its inner end, and 
beckoned to the two men. Without a word 
they followed. 
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Still full of the wild sense of unreality, like 
a man walking or groping his way in a land of 
ghosts, Bradley walked on. Passing along a 
dismal stone corridor, where, at every step he 
took. 

He dragged 
Foot-echoes after him t 

past passage after passage of vaulted stone, 
dimly conscious as he went of low doors 
opening into the gloomiest of cells, he hurried 

in the wake of his veiled guide. Was it only 
his distempered fancy, or did he indeed hear, 
from time to time, the sound of low wailings 
and dreary ululations proceeding from the 
darkness on every side of him ? Once, as they 
crossed an open space dimly lit by dreary 
shafts of daylight, he saw a figure in sable 
weeds, on hands and knees, with her lips 
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pressed close against the stone pavement ; but 
at a word from his guide the figure rose with a 
feeble moan and fluttered away down a corridor 
into the surrounding darkness. 

At last they seemed to pass from darkness 
into partial sunshine, and Bradley found himself 
standing in the open air. On every side, and 
high as the eye could reach, rose gloomy walls 
with overhanging caves and buttresses, leaving 
only one narrow space above where the blue of 
heaven was dimly seen. There was a flutter of 
wings, and the shadows of a flight of birds 
passed overhead — doves which made their 
home in the gloomy recesses of the roofs and 
walls. 

Beneath was a sort of quadrangle, some 
twenty feet square, covered with grass, which 
for the most part grew knee-deep, interspersed 
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with nettles and gloomy weeds, and which was 

in other places stunted and decayed, as if 

withered by some hideous mildew or blight. 

Here and there there was a rude wooden cross 

stuck into the earth, and indicating what looked 

to the eye like a neglected grave. 

. The Sister led the way through the long 

undergrowth, till she reached the side of a 

mound on which the grass had scarcely grown 

at all, and on which was set one of those 

coarse crosses. 

* You ask me what has become of the poor 
penitent you seek. She died in the holy faith, 
and her mortal body is buried here' 

With a wild shriek Bradley fell on his 
knees, and tearing the cross from the earth 
read the inscription rudely carved upon it : — 

'SisTEE Alma. 
Obiit 18—.' 
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That was all. Bradley gazed at the cross 
in utter agony and desolation ; then shrieking 
again aloud, fell forward on his face. ^Fhe 
faint light from the far-off blue crept down 
over him, and over, the two black figures, 
who gazed in wonder upon him ; and thus 
for a long time he lost the sense of life and 
time, and lay as if dead. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

IN PARIS. 

Lay a garland on my hearse, 

Of the dismal yew ; 
Maidens, willow gardens bear ; 

Say I di^d true. 

My love was false, but I was firm 

From my hour of birth ; 
Upon my buried body lie 

Lightly, gentle earth. — The Maid^s Tragedy, 

Professor Maplelbapb speedily saw that to 
oppose his sister would be inopportune — might 
perhaps even cause her decline and death. 
He determined therefore to humour her, and 
to delay for a short time their proposed re- 
turn to America. 
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* Look here, Eustasia/ he said to her one 
day, * I find IVe got something to do in Paris ; 
you shall come with me. Perhaps the change 
there may bring you back to your old self 
again. Anyhow we'll try it; for if this goes 
on much longer you'll die ! ' 

' No, Salem, I shan't die till IVe seen him 
again ! ' she answered, with a faint forced 
smile* 

They set about making then- preparations 
at once, and were soon on their way to Paris. 
The movement and change had given colour 
to Eustasia's cheeks, and brought a pleasurable 
light of excitement into her eyes, so that 
already her brother's spirits were raised. 

* She'll foi^et him,' he said to himself, * and 
we'll be what we were before he came I ' 

But in this Salem was mistaken. Eustasia 
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was not likely to forget Bradley. Indeed, it 
was the thought of seeing him again that 
seemed to give new life to her rapidly wasting 
frame. She knew that he had left England ; 
she thought that, Uke herself, he might be 
travelling to get rid of his own distracting 
thoughts; so wherever she went she looked 
about her to try and catch a glimpse of his face. 
They fixed themselves in Paris, and Salem 
soon dropped into the old life. He fell amongst 
some kindred spirits, and the seances began 
again ; Eustasia taking part in them to please 
her brother, but no more. She was utterly 
changed ; each day as it rolled away seemed 
to take with it a part of her life, until her 
wasted frame became almost as etherealised as 
those of the spirits with whom she had dealt 
so much. 
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With constant nursing an 1 brooding upon, ' 
her fascination for the Epgli?;hman increased ; 
it seemed, indeed, to be the one thing which 
kept her thin thread of hfe from finally breaking. 

' If I could see him agaiji,' she murmured 
to herself, ' only once again, and then (as Salem 
says) die ! ' 

The wish of her heart was destined to be 
realised: she did at least see Bradley once 
again. 

She was sitting at home one day alone, 
when the door of the room opened, and more 
like a spectre than a man he walked in. 

At the first glimpse of his face Eustasia 
uttered a wild cry and staggered a few steps 
forward, as if about to throw herself into his 
arms ; but suddenly she controlled herself, and 
sank half swoo ning into a chair. 
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* You have come ! ' she said at length, 
raising her eyes wistfully to his ; ' you have 
come at last I ' 

He did not answer, but kept his eyes fixed 
upon hers with a look which made her shudder. 

* How — ^how did you find me ? ' she asked 
faintly. 

* I came to Paris, and by accident I heard 
of you,' he answered in a hollow voice. 

Again there was silence. Bradley kept 

his eyes fixed upon the sibyl with a look which 

thrilled her to the soul. There was something 

about him which she could not understand ; 
something which made her fear him. Looking 

at him more closely, she saw that he was 

curiously changed ; his eyes were sunken and 

hollow ; and though they were fixed upon her 

they seemed to be looking at something far 
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away; his hair, too, had turned quite 

grey. 

She rose from her seat, approached him, 

and gently laid her hand upon his arm. 
' Mr. Bradley,' she said, ' what is it ? ' 
He passed his hand across his brow as if 

to dispel a dream, and looked at her curiously. 

* Eustasia,' he said, using for the first time 
her Christian name, * speak the truth to me 
to-day ; tell me, is all this real ? ' 

* Is what real ? ' she asked, trembling* His 
presence made her faint, and the sound of her 
name, as he had spoken it, rang continually in 
her ears. 

*Is it not all a lie? Tell me that what 
you Jiave done once you can do again; that 
you can bring me once more into the presence 
of the spirit of her I love I ' 
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*0f her you love?' said the girl, fixing 
her large eyes wistfully upon his face. * What 
— what do you want me to do ? ' 

* Prpve that it is not all a lie and a cheat : 
if you are a true woman, as I trust, I want 
you to bring back to me the spirit of my 
darling who is dead ! ' 

She bhrank for a moment fi-om him, a 
sickening feeling of despair clouding all her 
senses ; then she bowed her head. 

* When will you come ? ' she said. 

* To-night.' 

Eustasia sank into her chair, and, without 
another word, Bradley departed. 

At seven o'clock that night Bradley re- 
turned, and found the sibyl waiting for him. 

She was quite alone. Since the morning 
her manner had completely changed; her 
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hands were trembling, her cheek was flushed, 
but there was a look of strange determination 
about her lips and in her eyes. Bradley shook 
hands with her, then looked around as if ex- 
pecting others. 

She smiled curiously. 

* We are to be alone ! ' she said — * quite 
alone. I thought it better for you ! ' 

For some time she made no attempt to 
move ; at length, noticing Bradley's impatience, 
she said quietly — 

* We will begin.' 

She rose and placed herself opposite 

Bradley, and fixed her eyes intently upon him. 

Then, at her request, he turned down the gas ; 

they were in almost total darkness touching 

hands. 

For some time after Bradley sat in a 
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strange dream, scarcely conscious of anything 
fhat was taking place, and touching the out- 
stretched hands of Eustasia with his own. 

Suddenly a soft voice close to his ear mur- 
mured, — 

' Ambrose, my love ! ' 

He started from his chair, and gazed wildly 
about him. He could see nothing, but he 
could feel something stirring close to him. 
Then he staggered back like a drunken man, 
and fell back in his chair. 

' Alma I ' he cried piteously, still conscious 
of the mediima's trembling hands, * Alma, my 
darling, come to me ! ' 

For a moment there was silence, and 
Bradley could hear the beating of his heart. 
Then he became conscious of a soft hand 
upon his head ; of lips that seemed to him like 
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warm human lips pressed against his fore- 
head. 

Gasping and trembling he cried — 

'^ Alma, speak ; is it you ? ' 

The same soft voice answered him— 

*Yes, itisi!' 

The hand passed again softly ovei his head 
and aromid his neck, and a pair of lips rich 
and warm were pressed passionately against 
his own. Half mad with excitement, Bradley 
threw one arm around the figure he felt to be 
near him, sprang to his feet while it struggled 
to disengage itself, turned up the light, and 
gazed full into the eyes of — Eustasia Maple- 
leafe. 



Never till his dying day did Bradley forget 
the expression of the face which the sibyl now 
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turned towards his own, while, half crouching, 
half struggling, she tried to free herself from 
the grip of his powerful arms ; for though the 
cheeks were pale as death, the eyes wildly- 
dilated, they expressed no terror — ^rather a 
mad and reckless desperation. The mask had 
quite fallen ; any attempt at further disguise 
would have been sheer waste of force and 
time, and Eustasia stood revealed once and for 
all as a cunning and dangerous trickster, a 
serpent of miserable deceit. 

Yet she did not quail. She looked at the 
man boldly, and presently, seeing he continued 
to regard her steadfastly, as if lost in horrified 
wonder, she gave vent to her characteristic, 
scarcely audible, crooning laugh. 

A thrill of horror went through him, as if 
he were under the spell of something diabolic. 
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For a moment he felt impelled to seize her 
by the throat and strangle her, or to savagely 
dash her to the ground. Conquering the im- 
pulse, he held her still as in a ivice, until at last 
he found a voice — 

* Then you have lied to me ? It has all 
been a lie from the beginning ? ' 

* Let me go,' she panted, ' and I will answer 

youl' 

* Answer me nowy he said between his set 

teeth. 

But the sibyl was not made of the sort of 

stuflf to be conquered by intimidation. A fierce 

look came into her wonderful eyes, and her 

Ups were closely compressed together. 
' Speak — or I may kill you ! ' he cried. 

' IQU me, then ! ' she answered. * Guess I 

don't care ! ' 
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There was something in the wild face 
which mastered him in spite of himself. His 
hands relaxed, his arms sank useless at his 
side, and he uttered a deep despairing groan. 
Simultaneously she sprang to her feet, and 
stood looking down at him. 

* Why did you break the conditions ? ' she 
asked in a low voice. *The spirits won't be 
trifled with in that way, and they'll never for- 
give you, or me ; never.' 

He made no sign that he heard her, but 
stood moveless, his head sunk between his 
shoulders, his eyes fixed upon the ground. 
Struck by the sudden change in him, she 
moved towards him, and was about to touch 
him on the shoulder, when he rose, still white 
as death, and faced her once more. 

* Do not touch me ! ' he cried. * Do not 
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touch me, and do not, if you have a vestige of 
goodness left within you, try to torture me 
again. But look me in the face, and answer 
me, if you can, truly, remembering it. is the 
last time we shall ever meet. When you have 
told me the truth, I shall leave this place, 
never to return ; shall leave you^ never to look 
upon your face again. Tell me the truth, 
woman, and I will try to forgive you ; it will 
be very hard, but I will try. I know I have 
been your dupe from the beginning, and that 
what I have seen and heard has been only a 

treacherous mirage called up *by an adventuress 
and her accomplices. Is it not so? Speak! 
Let me have the truth from your own lips.' 

* I can't tell,' answered Eustasia coldly. 
' K you mean that my brother and I have 
conspired to deceive you, it is a falsehood. 
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We are simply agents in the hands of higher 
agencies than ours.' 

•Once more, cease that jargon/ cried 
Bradley ; ' the time has long past for its use. 
Will you confess, before we part for ever ? 
You will not? Then good-bye, and God 
forgive you.' 

So saying he moved towards the door ; but 
with a sharp, bird-Uke cry she called him 
back. 

' Stay ! you must not go ! ' 

He turned again towards her. 

' Then will you be honest with me ? It is 
the last and only thing I shall ask of you.' 

* I — ^I will try,' she answered in a broken 
voice. 

* You will!' 

' Yes ; if you will listen to me patiently.' 
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She sank into a chair, and covered her face 
with her hands. He stood watching her, and 
saw that her thin, white, trembling fingers 
were wet with tears. 

' Promise,' she said, * that what I am about 
to say to you shall never be told to any other 
living soul/ 
' I promise/ 

' Not even to my brother/ 
' Not even to him' 

There was a long pause, during which he 
waited impatiently for her to continue. At 
last, conquering her agitation, she uncovered 
her face, and motioned to a chair opposite to 
her ; he obeyed her almost mechanically, and 
sat down. She looked long and wistfully at 
him, and sighed several times as if in pain. 
' Salem says I shan't live long,' she mur- 
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mured thoughtfully. * To-night, more than 
ever, I felt like dying.' 

She paused and waited as if expecting him 
to speak, but he was silent. 

* Guess you don't care if I live or die ? ' she 
added piteously, more like a sick child than a 
grown woman — and waited again. 

* I think I do care,' he answered sadly, ' for 
in spite of all the anguish you have caused me, 
I am sorry for you. But I am not myself, not 
the man you once knew. All my soul is set 
upon one quest, and I care for nothing more in 
all the world. I used to believe there was a> 
God ; that there was a life after death ; that 
if those who loved each other parted here, 
they might meet again elsewhere. In my 
despair and doubt, I thought that you could 
give me assurance and heavenly hope ; and I 
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clutched at the shadows you summoned up 
before me. I know now how unreal they 
were; I know now that you were playing 
tricks upon my miserable soul/ 

She hstened to him, and when he ceased 
began to cry again. 

*I never meant any harm to you^ she 
sobbed I * I — ^I loved you too well.* 

' You loved me 1 ' he echoed in amaze. 

She nodded quickly, glancing at him with 
her keen wild eyes. 

* Yes, Mr. Bradley. When Salem first took 
me to hear you preach, you seemed like the 
spirit of a man I once loved, and who once 
loved me. He's dead now, he is; died over 
there in the States, years ago. Well, after- 
wards, when I saw you again, I began to make 
believe to myself that you were that very man, 
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and that he was liviDg again in you. You 
think me crazy, don't you? Ah well, you'll 
think me crazier when you hear all the rest. 
I soon found out all about you ; it wasn't very 
hard, and our people have ways of learning 
things you'd never guess. I didn't look far till 
I found out your secret ; that you loved another 
woman, I mean. That made me care for you 
all the more.' 

Her manner now was quite simple and 
matter-of-fact. Her face was quite tearless, 
and, with hands folded in her lap, she sat 
quietly looking into his face. He listened in 
sheer stupefaction. Until that moment no 
suspicion of the truth had ever flashed upon 
his mind. As Eustasia spoke, her features 
seemed to become elfin-hke and old, with a 
set expression of dreary and incurable pain ; 
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but she made her avowal without the slightest 
indication of shame or self-reproach, though 
her manner, from time to time, was that of 
one pleading for sympathy and pity. 
She continued — 

* You don't understand me yet, and I guess 
you never will. I'm not a European, and I 
haven't been brought up like other girls. I 
don't seem ever to have been quite young. 
I grew friends with the spirits when I wasn't old 
enough to understand, and they seem to have 
stolen my right heart away, and put another 
in its place.' 

*Why do you speak of such things as if 
they were real? You know the whole thing 
is a trick and a lie.' 

* No, I don't,' she answered quickly. ' I'm 
not denying that I've played tricks with them^ 
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just as they've played tricks with me; but 
they're downright real — they are indeed. 
First mother used to come to me, when I was 
very little; then others, and in after-days I 
saw Aim ; yes, after he was dead. Then some- 
times, when they wouldn't come, Salem helped 
out the manifestations, that's all.' 

* For God's sake, be honest with me ! ' cried 
Bradley. * Confess that all these things are 
simple imposture. That photograph of your- 
self, for example — do you remember? — the 
picture your brother left in my room, and 
which faded away when I breathed upon it ? ' 

She nodded her head again, and laughed 
strangely. 

* It was a man out West that taught Salem 
how to do that,' she replied naively. 

* Then it was a trick, as I suspected ? ' 
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'Yes, I guess that was a trick. It was 
something they used ia fixing the hkeness, 
which made it grow invisible after it had been 
a certain time in contact with the atmospheric 
air.' 

Bradley uttered an impatient exclamation. 

* And all the rest was of a piece with that ! 
Well, I could have forgiven you everything 
but having personified one who is now lost to 
m§ for ever.' 

* I never did. I suppose you wished to see 
her, and she came to you out of the spirit- 
land.' 

* Now you are lying to me again.' 

* Don't you think I'm lying,' was the 
answer ; * for its gospel-truth I'm teUing you. 
I'm not so bad as you think me, not half so 
bad.' 
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Again shrinking from her, he looked at her 
with anger and loathing. 

* The device was exposed to-day/ he said 
sternly. * You spoke to me with her voice, 
and when I turned up the light I found that 
I was holding in my arms no spirit, but 
yourself.' 

* Well, I'm not denying that's true,' she 
answered with another laugh. * Something 
came over me — I don't know how it happened 
— and then, all at one, I was kissing you, and 
I had broken the conditions.' 

By this time Bradley's brain had cleared, 
and he was better able to grasp the horrible 
reahty of the situation. It was quite clear to 
him that the sibyl was dther an utter impostor, 
or a person whose mental faculties were 
darkened by fitful clouds of insanity. What 
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startled and horrified him most of all was the 
utter want of maidenly shame, the curious and 
weird sang-froid, with which she made her 
extraordinary confession. Her frankness, so 
far as it went, was something terrible — or, as 
the Scotch express it, * uncanny.' Across his 
recollection, as he looked and listened, came 
the thought of one of these mysterious sibyls, 
familiar to mediaeval superstition, who come 
into the world with all the outward form and 
beauty of women, but without a Soul, but who 
might gain a spiritual existence in some myste- 
rious way by absorbing the souls of men. 
The idea was a ghastly one, in harmony with 
his distempered fancy, and he could not shake 
it away. 

*Tell me,' said Eustasia gently, *tell me 
one thing, now I have told you so much. Is 
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. that poor lady dead indeed — ^I mean the lady 
you used to love ? ' 

The question went into his heart like a 
knife, and with livid face he rose to his feet. 

' Do not speak of her 1 ' he cried. * I can- 
not bear it — ^it is blasphemy I • Miserable 
woman, do you think that you will ever be 
forgiven for tampering, as you have done, with 
the terrible truth of death? I came to you 
in the last despau-ing hope that among all the 
phantoms you have conjured up before me 
there might be some reality ; for I was blind 
and mad, and scarcely knew what I did. If 
it is any satisfection to you, know that you 
have turned the world into a tomb for me, and 
destroyed my last faint ray of faith in a living 
God. In my misery, I clung to the thought 
of your spirit world ; and I came to you for 
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some fresh assurance that such a world might 
be. All that is over now. It is a cheat and 
a fraud like all the rest.' 

With these words he left her, passing 
quickly from the room. Directly afterwards 
she heard the street door close behind him. 
Tottering to the window, she looked down in the 
street, and saw him stalk rapidly by, his white 
face set hard as granite, his eyes looking 
steadily before him, fixed on vacancy. As he 
disappeared, she uttered a low cry of pain, 
and placed her hand upon her heart. 
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CHAPTEK XXXI. 



AMONG THE MOUNTAINS. 



Give me thy hand, terrestrial; so! Give me thy hand, 
celestial ; so I — Merry Wives of Windsor, 

It was the close of a bright sunshiny day in 
the spring of 18 — . The sun was setting 
crimson on the lonely peak of the Zugspitz 
in the heart of the Bavarian Highlands, and 
the shadows of the pine woods which fringed 
the melancholy gorges beneath were lengthen- 
ing towards the valleys. 

Through one of these mountain gorges, 
following a rocky footpath, a man was rapidly 
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walking. He was roughly, almost rudely, 
dressed in a sort of tourist suit. On his head 
he wore a broadbrimmed felt hat of the 
shape frequently worn by clergymen, and in 
his hand he carried a staff like a shepherd's 
crook. 

Scarcely looking to left or right, but hasten- 
ing with impatient paces he hurried onward, 
less like a man hastening to some eagerly- 
sought shelter, than like one flying from some 
hated thing behind his back. His cheeks were 
pale and sunken, his eyes wild and sad. From 
time to time he slackened his speed, and looked 
wearily around him — up to the desolate sunlit 
peaks, down the darkening valley with its 
green pastures, belts of woodland, and fields 
of growing corn. 

But whichever way he looked, he seemed 
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to find no joy in the prospect, indeed hardly 
to behold the thing he looked on, but to gaze 
through it and beyond it on some sorrowful 
portent. 

Sometimes where the path became unusually 
steep and dangerous, he sprang from rock to 
rock with reckless haste, or when its thread 
was broken, as frequently happened by some 
brawling mountain stream, he entered the 
torrent without hesitation, and passed reck- 
lessly across. Indeed, the man seemed utterly 
indifferent to physical conditions, but labouring 
rather under some spiritual possession, com- 
pletely and literally realising in his person the 
words of the poet : 

His own mind did like a tempest strong 

Come to him thus, and drave the weary wight along. 

The wild scene was in complete harmony 
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with his condition. It was still and desolate, 
no sound seeming to break its solemn silence ; 
but pausing and listening intently, one would 
in reaUty have become conscious of many 
sounds — the deep under-murmur of the moun- 
tain streams, the * sough' of the wind in the 
pine woods, the faint tinkling of goat-bells 
from the distant valleys, the solitary cry of 
rock doves from the mountain caves. 
The man was Ambrose Bradley, 
Nearly a year had elapsed since his sad 
experience in Rome. Since that time he had 
wandered hither and thither like another 
Ahasuerus; wishing for death, yet unable to 
die ; burthened with the terrible weight of his 
own sin and self-reproach, and finding no 
resting-place in all the world. 

Long before, as the reader well knows, the 
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man's faith in the supernatural had faded. 
He had refined away his creed till it had 
wasted away of its own inanition, and when 
the hour of trial came and he could have 
called upon it for consolation, he was horrified 
to find that it was a corpse, instead of a living 
thing. Then, in his horror and despair, he had 
clutched at the straw of spiritualism, only to 
sink lower and lower in the bitter waters of 
Marah. He found no hope for his soul, no 
foothold for his feet. He had, to use his own 
expression, lost the world. 

It was now close upon night-time, and 
every moment the gorges along which he was 
passing grew darker and darker. 

Through the red smokes of sunset one 
lustrous star was just becoming visible on the 
extremest peak of the mountain chain. But 
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instead of walking faster, Bradley began to 
linger, and presently, coming to a gloomy 
chasm which seemed to make further progress 
dangerous, impossible, he halted and looked 
down. The trunk of an uprooted pine-tree 
lay close to the chasm's brink. After looking 
quietly round him, he sat down, pulled out a 
common wooden pipe, and began to smoke. 

Presently he pulled out a letter bearing the 
Munich post-mark, and with a face as dark as 
night began to look it through. It was dated 
from London, and ran as follows : 

* Refarm Club, March 6, 18 . 

* My dear Bradley, — ^Your brief note duly 
reached me, and I have duly carried out your 
wishes with regard to the affairs of the new 
church. I have also seen Sir George Craik, 
and foimd him more amenable to reason than 

02 
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I expected. Though he still regards you with 

the intensest anuuosity, he has sense enough to 

perceive that you are not directly responsible 

for the unhappy affair at Eome. His thoughts 

seem now chiefly bent on recovering his niece's 

property from the clutches of the Itahan 

Jesuits, and in exposing the method by which 

they acquired such dominion over the unhappy 

lady's mind. 

'But I will not speak of this further at 

present, knowing the anguish it must bring 

you. I will turn rather to the mere abstract 

matter of your letter, and frankly open my 

mind to you on the subject. 

' What you say is very brief, but, from the 

manner in which it recurs in your correspon- 
dence, I am sure it represents the absorbing 
topic of your thoughts. Summed up in a few 
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words, it aflSnns your conclusion that all 
human effort is impossible to a man in your 
position, where the belief in personal immor- 
tality is gone. 

* Now I need not go over the old ground, 
with which you are quite as familiar as myself. 
I will not remind you of the folly and the 
selfishness (from one point of view) of formu- 
lating a moral creed out of what, in reality, is 
merely the hereditary instinct of self-preserva- 
tion. I will not repeat to you that it is noblet", 
after all, to live impersonally in the beautifrd 
future of Humanity than to exist personally in 
a heaven of introspective dreams. But I 
should like, if you will permit me, to point 
out that this Death, this cessation of conscious- 
ness, which you dread so much, is not in itself 
an unmixed evil. True, just at present, in the 
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sharpness of your bereavement, you see nothing 
but the shadow, and would eagerly follow into 
its oblivion the shape of her you mourn. But 
as every day passes, this desire to die wiU grow 
less keen; and ten years hence, perhaps, or 
twenty years, you will look back upon to-day's 
anguish with a calm, sweet sense of spiritual 
gain, and with a peaceful sense of the suffi- 
ciency of life. Then, perhaps, embracing a 
creed akin to ours, and having reached a 
period when the physical frame begins slowly, 
and without pain, to melt away, you will be 
quite content to accept — ^what shall I say ? — 
Nirw&na. 

'What I mean, my dear friend, is this, 
simply : that Death is only evil when it comes 
painfully or prematurely; coming in the 
natural order of things, in the inevitable decay 
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of Nature, it is by no means evil. And so 
much is this the case that, if you were to dis- 
cover the consensus of opinion apiong the old, 
who are on the threshold of the grave, you 
would find the majority quite content that life 
should end for ever. Tired out with eighty or 
a hundred years of living, they gladly welcome 
sleep. It is otherwise, of course, with the 
victims of accidental disease or premature 
decay. But in the happy world to which we 
Positivists look forward, these victims would 
not exist 

*Day by day Science, which you despise 
too much, is enlarging the area of human 
health. Think what has been done, even 
within the last decade, to aboUsh both physical 
and social disease ! Think what has yet to be 
done to make life freer, purer, safer, happier ! 
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I grant you the millenDium of the Grand £tre is 
still far off; but it is most surely coming, and 
we can all aid, more or less, that blessed con- 
summation — ^not by idle wailing, by useless 
dreams, or by selfish striving after an im- 
possible personal reward, but by duty punctu- 
ally performed, by self-sacrifice cheerfully 
undergone, by daily and nightly endeavours to 
ameliorate the condition of Man. 

* Men perish ; Man is imperishable. Per- 
sonal forms change ; the great living personality 
abides. And the time must come at last when 
Man shall be as God, certain of his destiny, and 
knowing good and evil. 

* " A Job's comforter ! " I seem to hear you 
cry. Well, after all, you must be your own 
physician. 

No man can save another's soul. 
Or pay another's deht I 
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But I wish that you, in your distracted wan- 
dering after certainty, would turn your thoughts 
our way, and try to understand what the great 
Founder of our system has done, and will do, 
for the human race. I am sure that the study 
would hring you comfort, late or soon. 
* I am, as ever, my dear Bradley, 
' Your friend and well- wisher, 

'John Cholmondeley. 

' P.S. — ^What are you doing in Munich ? I 
hear of curious doings this year at Ober- 
Ammergau, where that ghastly business, the 
Passion Play, is once more in course of pre- 
paration.' 

Bradley read this characteristic epistle with 
a gloomy frown, which changed before he had 
finished to a look of bitter contempt ; and, as 
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he read, he seemed once more conscious of the 
babble of literary club-land, and the affected 
jargon of the new creeds of the fixture. Eeturn- 
ing the letter to his pocket, he continued to 
smoke till it was almost too dark to see the 
wreaths of fume from his own pipe. 

The night had completely fallen before he 
rose and proceeded on his way. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

ANOTHBR OLD LETTER. 

Love ! if thy destined sacrifice am I, 

Oome, slay thy Yictim, and prepare thy fires ; 

Plunged in thy depths of mercy let me die 
The death which every sool that lives desires. 

Madame Guyon. 

'I AM writing these lines in my bedroom in 
the house of the Widow Gran, in the village 
of Ober-Ammergau. They are the last you 
will receive from me for a long time ; perhaps 
the last I shall ever send you, for more and 
more, as each day advances, I feel that my 
business with the world is done. 

* What brought me hither I know not. I 
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am sure it was with no direct intention of 
witnessing what so many deem a mere mum- 
mery or outrage on rehgion ; but after many 
wanderings hither and thither, I found myself 
in the neighbourhood, and whether instinctively 
or of set purpose, approaching this lonely 
place. 

'As I have more than once told you, I 
have of late, ever since my past trouble, been 
subject to a kind of waking nightmare, in 
which all natural appearances have assumed a 
strange unreality, as of shapes seen in dreams ; 
and one characteristic of these seizures has been 
a curious sense within my own mind that, vivid 
as such appearances seemed, I should remember 
nothing of them on actually awaking. A wise 
physician would shake his head and murmur 
*' diseased cerebration ; " nor would his diagnosis 



ANOTHER OLD LETTER. 205 

of my condition be less gloomy, on learning 
that my physical powers remain unimpaired, 
and seem absolutely incapable of fatigue. I 
eat and drink little ; sleep less ; yet I have the 
strength of an athlete still, or so it seems. 

'I walked hither across the mountains, 
having no other shelter for several nights than 
the boughs of the pine-woods where I slept. 
The weather was far from warm, yet I felt no 
cold ; the paths were dangerous, yet no evil 
befell me. If I must speak the truth, I would 
gladly have perished — ^by cold, by accident, by 
any swift and sudden means, 

' But when a man thirsts and hungers for 
death. Death, in its dull perversity, generally 
spares him. More than once, among these 
dizzy precipices and black ravines, I thought of 
suicide ; one step would have done it, one 
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quick downward leap ; but I was spared that 
last degradation — ^indeed, I know not how. 

* It was night time when I left the moun- 
tains, and came out upon the public road. The 
moon rose, pale and ghostly, dimly lighting 
my way. 

'Full of my own miserable phantasy, I 
walked on for hours and descended at last to 
the outlying houses of a silent village, lying at 
the foot of a low chain of melancholy hills. 
All was still ; a thin white mist filled the air, 
floating upward from the valley, and forming 
thick vaporous clouds around the moon. 
Dimly I discerned the shadows of the houses, 
but in none of the windows was there any 
light. 

* I stood hesitating, not knowing which way 
to direct my footsteps or at which cottage door 
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to kncKjk and seek shelter, and never, at any 
moment of my recent experience, was the sense 
of phantasy and unreality so full upon me. 
While I was thus hesitating I suddenly became 
conscious of the sound of voices coming from 
a small cottage situated on the roadside, and 
hitherto scarcely discernible in the darkness. 
Without hesitation I approached the door and 
knocked. 

* Immediately the voices ceased, and the 
moment afterwards the door opened and a 
figure appeared on the threshold. 

' If the sense of unreality had been strong 
before it now became paramount, for the figure 
I beheld wore a white priestly robe quaintly 
embroidered with gold, and a golden head- 
dress or coronet upon his head. Nor was this 
all. The large apartment behind him — a kind 
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of kitchen, with rude benches around the ingle 
— ^was lit by several lamps, and within it were 
clustered a fantastic group of figures in white 
tunics, plumed head-dresses of Eastern device, 
and mantles of azure, crimson, and blue, which 
swept the ground. 

' " Who is there ? " said the form on the 
threshold in a deep voice, and speaking German 
in a strong Bavarian patois. 

* I answered that I was an Englishman, and 
sought a night's shelter. 

* " Come in ! " said the man, and thus in- 
vited I crossed the threshold. 

* As the door closed behind me, I found 
myself in the large raftered chamber, sur- 
rounded on every side by curious faces. 
Scattered here and there about the room were 
rudely-carved figures, for the most part repre- 
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senting the Crucifixion, many of them un- 
finished, and on a table near the window was a 
set of carver's tools. Eudely coloured pictures, 
all of biblical subjects, were placed here and 
there upon the walls, and over the fireplace 
hung a large Christ in ebony, coarsely carven. 

* Courteously enough the fantastic group 
parted and made way for me, while one of the 
number, a woman, invited me to a seat beside 
the hearth. 

' I sat down hke one in a dream, and 
accosted the man who had invited me to enter. 

' " What place is this ? " I asked. " I have 
been walking all night and am doubtful where 
I am." 

' " You are at Ober-Ammergau ! " was the 
reply. 

* I could have laughed had my spirit been 

VOL. III. P 
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less oppressed. For now, my brain clearing, 
I began to understand what had befallen me. 
I remembered the Passion Play and all that I 
had read concerning it. The fantastic figures 
I beheld were those of some of the actors still 
attired in the tinsel robes they wore upon the 
stage. 

' I asked if this was so, and was answered 
in the affirmative. 

' " We begin the play to-morrow," said the 
man who had first spoken. "I am Johann 
Diener the ChorfuhreVy and these are some of 
the members of our chorus. We are up late, 
you see, preparing for to-morrow, and trying 
on the new robes that have just been sent to 
us from Annheim. The pastor of the village 
was here till a few minutes ago, seeing all 
things justly ordered amongst us, and he would 
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gladly have welcomed you, for he loves the 
English." 

* The man's speech was gentle, his manner 
kindly in the extreme, but I scarcely heeded 
him, although I knew now what the figures 
around me were — the merest supernumeraries 
and chorus-singers of a tawdry show. They 
seemed to me none the less ghostly and un- 
real, shadows acting in some grim farce of 
death. 

* " Doubtless the gentleman is fatigued," 
said a woman, addressing Johann Diener, " and 
would wish to go to rest." 

* I nodded wearily. Diener, however, 
seemed in some perplexity. 

* " It is not so easy," he returned, " to find 
the gentleman a shelter. As you all know, the 
village is overcrowded with strangers. How- 

p 2 
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ever, if he will follow me, I will take him to 
Joseph Mair, and see what can be done." 

'I thanked him, and without staying to 
alter his dress, he led the way to the door. 

' We were soon out in the open street. 
Passing several chS.lets, Diener at last reached 
one standing a httle way from the roadside, and 
knocked. 

' " Come in," cried a clear kind voice. 

' He opened the door and I followed him 
into an interior much resembling the one we 
had just quitted, but smaller, and more full of 
tokens of the woodcutter's trade. The room 
was dimly lit by an oil lamp swinging from 
the ceiling. Seated close to the fireplace, 
with his back towards us, engaged in some 
nandy work, was a man. 

'^s we entered the man rose and stood 
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looking towards us. I started in wonder, and 
uttered an involuntary cry. 

*It was Jesus Christ, Jesus the son of 
Joseph, in his habit as he lived ! 

'I had no time, and indeed I lacked the 
power, to separate the true from the false in 
this singular manifestation. I saw before me, 
scarce believing what I saw, the Christ of 
History, clad as the shape is clad in the famous 
fresco of Leonardo, but looking at me with a 
face mobile, gentle, beautiful, benign. At 
the same moment I perceived, scarcely under- 
standing its significance, the very crown of 
thorns, of which so many a martyr since has 
dreamed. It was lying on the coarse table 
close to a number of wood-carving tools, and 
close to it was a plate of some red pigment, 
with which it had recently been stained. 
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* Johann Diener advanced. 

' *• I am glad to find you up, Joseph. This 
Enghsh gentleman seeks shelter for the night, 
and I scarcely knew whither to take him.'* 

' " You will not find a bed in the place/* 
returned the other ; and he continued address- 
ing me. " Since this morning our little village 
has been overrun, and many strangers have to 
camp out in the open air. Never has Ober- 
Ammergau been so thronged."' 

* I scarcely listened to him ; I was so lost 
in contemplation of the awful personality he 
represented. 

* " Who are you ? " I asked, gazing at him 
in amaze. 

* He smiled, and glanced down at his dress. 

* ^* I am Joseph Mair," he repHed. " To- 
morrow I play the Christus, and as you came 
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I was repairing some portion of the attire,* 
which I have not worn for ten years past." 

* Jesus of Nazareth ! Joseph Mair ! I un- 
derstood all clearly now, but none the less did 
I tremble with a sickening sense of awe. 



*That night I remained in the house of 
Joseph Mair, sitting on a bench in the ingle, 
half dying, half dreaming, till daylight came. 
Mair himself soon left me, after having set 
before me some simple refreshment, of which 
I did not care to partake. Alone in that 
chamber, I sat hke a haunted man, almost 
credulous that I had seen the Christ indeed. 



* I have seen him I I understand now all 
the piteous humble pageant! I have beheld 
the Master as He lived and died; not the 



2i6 THE NEW ABE LARD. 

creature of a poet's dream, not the Divine Ideal 
I pictured in my blind and shadowy creed ; 
but Jesus who perished on Calvary, Jesus the 
Martyr of the World. 

* All day long, from dawn to sunset, I sat 
in my place, watching the mysterious show. 
Words might faintly foreshadow to you what I 
beheld, but aU words would fail to tell you 
what I felt ; for never before, till these simple 
children of the mountains pictured it before me, 

had I realised the full sadness and rapture of 
that celestial Life. How faint, miserable, and 
unprofitable seemed my former creed, seen in 
the light of the tremendous Eeality foreshadowed 
on that stage, with the mountains closing be- 
hind it, the blue heaven bending tranquilly 
above it, the birds singing on the branches 
round about, the wind and sunshine shining 
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over it and bringing thither all the gentle 
motion of the world. Now for the first time I 
conceived that the Divine Story was not a poet's 
dream, but a simple tale of sooth, a living ex- 
perience which even the lowliest could under- 
stand and before which the highest and wisest 
must reverently bow. 

*I seem to see your look of wonder, and 
he^r your cry of pitying pain. Is the man mad ? 
you ask. Is it possible that sorrow has so 
weakened his brain that he can be overcome 
by such a summer cloud as the Pasdonspiel of 
a few rude peasants — a piece of mummery 
only worthy of a smile I Well, so it is, or 
seems. I tell you this " poor show " has done 
for me what all intellectual and moral effort has 
failed to do— it has brought me face to face 
with the living God. 
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* This at least I know, that there is do mti 
media between the full acceptance of Christ's 
miraculous life and death, and acquiescence in 
the stark materialism of the new creed of 
scientific experience, whose most potent word 
is the godless Nirw&na of Schopenhauer. 

* Man cannot live by the shadowy gods of 
men — by the poetic spectre of a Divine Ideal, 
by the Christ of Fancy and of Poesy, by the 
Jesus of the dilettante, by the Messiah of a 
fairy tale. Such gods may do for happy hours ; 
their ghostliness becomes apparent in times of 
spiritual despair and gloom. 

* " Except a man be born again, he shall not 
enter the kingdom of Heaven ! " I have heard 
these divine words from the lips of one who 
seemed the Lord himself; nay, who perchance 
was that very Lord, putting on again the like- 
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ness of a poor peasant's humanity, and clothing 
himself with flesh as with a garment. I have 
seen and heard with a child's eyes, a child's 
ears ; and even as a child, I question no longer 
but believe. 

^Mea culpa I mea culpa I In the light 
of that piteous martyrdom I review the great 
sin of my life ; but out of sin and its penalty 
has come transfiguration. I know now that 
my beloved one was taken jfrom me in mercy, 
that I might follow in penitence and love. 
Patience, my darling, for I shall come ; — God 
grant that it may be soon I ' 
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CONCLUSION. 

The following letter, written in the summer 
of 18 — , by John Cholmondeley to Sir George 
Craik, contains all that remains to be told 
concerning the fate of Ambrose Bradley, some- 
time minister of Fensea, and a seceder from the 
Chm-ch of England : — 

*'My dear Sir, — ^You will remember our 
conversation, when we last met in London, 
concerning that friend of mine with whose 
fortunes those of your lamented niece have 
been unhappily interwoven. Your language 
was then sufficiently bitter and unforgiving. 
Perhaps you will think more gently on the 
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subject when you hear the news I have now 
to convey to you. The Eev. Ambrose Bradley 
died a fortnight ago, at Ober-Ammergau, in 
the Bavarian highlands. 

* Erom time to time, during his wanderings 
in the course of the past year, we had been 
in correspondence; for, indeed, I was about 
the only friend in the world with whom he 
was on terms of close intimacy. Ever since 
the disappearance of Miss Graik his sufferings 
had been most acute ; and my own impression 
is that his intellect was permanently weakened. 
But that, perhaps, is neither here nor there. 

' Some ten days ago, I received a com^ 
munioation jfrom the village priest of Ober- 
Ammergau, informing me that an Englishman 
had died very suddenly and mysteriously in 
the village, and that the only clue to his 
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friends and oounexions was a long letter found 
upon his person, addressed to me, at my 
residence in the Temple. I immediately 
hastened over to Germany, and found, as I 
had anticipated, that the corpse was that of my 
poor friend. It was Ijring ready for interment 
in the cottage of Joseph Mair, a wood-carver, 
and a leading actor in the Passion Play. 

*I found, on mquiry, that Mr. Bradley 
had been in the village for several weeks, 
lodging kt Mair s cottage, and dividing his 
time between constant attendance at the 
theatre, whenever the Passion Play was re- 
presented, and long pedestrian excursions 
among the mountains. He was strangely 
taciturn, indifferent to ordinary comforts, < 
eating little or nothing, and scarcely sleeping. 
So at least the man Mair informed me, adding 
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that lie was very gentle and harmless, and to 
all intents and purposes in perfect health. 

' Last Sunday week he attended the theatre 
as usual. That night he did not return to the 
cottage of his host. Early next momiug, 
Joseph Mair, on going down to the theatre 
with his tools, to do some carpenter's work 
upon the stage, found the dead body of a man 
there, lying on his face, with his arms clasped 
around the mimic Cross ; and turning the dead 
face up to the morning light, he recognised my 
poor friend. 

* That is all I have to tell you. His death, 
like his life, was a sad afiair. I followed hhn 
to his grave in the little burial-place of 
Ober-Ammergau — ^where he rests in peace. 
I amj &c., 

'John Cuolmondeley. 
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* Judging from some talk I had before 
leaving with the village priest, a worthy old 
fellow who knew him well, I believe poor 
Bradley died in full belief of the Christian 
faith; but as I have already hinted to you, 
his intellect, for a long time before his death, 
was greatly weakened. Take him for all in 
^11, he was one of the best men I ever knew, 
and might have been happy but for the unfor- 
tunate " set " of his mind towards retrograde 
superstitions/ 



THE END. 
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More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope off 
the Christian. With Platea Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Sclenoa: Lives off 
Galileo, Ttcbo Brahb, and Kep- 
ler. With Portraita Post 8vo. cloth 
aztra,ffa6d. 



Lattsrs on Natural Mafle. A New 
Edition, with numerous Ulostrations. 
and chapters on the Being and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by J.A. 
Smith. Post 8to, cloth extra, «. 60. 



Brillat-Savarln.— Gastronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Satarih. 
Translated by R. £. Anderson, M.A. 
Post8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Browning.— The Pied Piper of 
Hamelln. By Robert Brownimo. 
Illnst. by George Carliks. Large 
4to, ilium, cover. Is. [/» preparMtion. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 3bL 

Kathleen Mavoumeen. Fcap. 8vow 
picture cover, Is. 

LIndeay'e Luck. Fcap. 8vo, pictura 
cover, Ig. 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. 8vo^ 
picture cover. Is. 

Burton (Robert): 
The Anatomy of Melanoholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melanoholy Anatomised: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bua- 
toh's Anatomy of Mblancboly. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Per« 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur- 
TOM and Verney Lovett Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 

The Book of the Sword : Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 828. [In preparation^ 

Bunyan'a Pilgrim's Progress. 

Bdited by Rev, T. Scott, t With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engrayed 
by GooDALL, and numerous WoodentSi 
Crown 8to^ cloth extra, gilt, 78. 61 
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Byron (Lord): 

Bypon'8 Letters and Journals. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
MooRB. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Cameron (Commander) and 

Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard P. Burton and Vbrmby 
LovBTT Cameron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 218. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 

Juliet's Guardian. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Ss. 6d. 

Deceivers Ever. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. : crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. 

Campbell.— White and Black: 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
Gborob Campbbxx, M.P. Demy 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 14b. 

Carlyle (Thomas) : 

Thomas Carlyle : Lettere* and Re- 
colleotlona. By Moncurx D. Con- 
WAY, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 68. 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlylb. With a Life of the Author 
bv R. H. Shbphbrd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, Is. 60. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
X834 to 1873. Edited by Charlb« 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248. 

Century (A) of Dishonour : A 

Sketch of the United States Govern- 
ment's Dealings with some of the 
Indian Tribes. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Chapman's (George) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay bv Alobr- 
MOii Charlbs Swinburmb. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 

a. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
ra, 188. ; or separately, 68. each. 



Chatto & Jackson.— A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wu. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 288. 

Chaucer: '^ 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chauoer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 28.6d. 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 






Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 
28. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novele by : 

Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illus> 

trated boards, 28. 
Frances. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

Blaokemlth and Scholar. Post 8va^ 
illustrated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illust. 
beards, 2b. ; cr. 8vo, cloth estra, 38. 6(L 

You Play Me False. Post 8vo, illust. 
bourds, 28.; cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

, ^ 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vo, illn^ 
trated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Tranemlgratlon. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. ; crown &vo, cloth extra. 
88. 6d. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Pobt 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. ; crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post Svo^ 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers,** and other Humorous Work% 
ProM and Poetical, of Gborob Coi^ 
mam. With Life by G. B. Bucbstons, 
sad Frontispiece IwHoaARTR. Crows 
8to, cloth extra, gift, Ti. 6A. 
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Collins (Wllkle), Novels by. 

Bach post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s; 
doth Ump, St. 6d.; or crowa 8vo* 
cloth extra, Ulostrated, 8i. 6d. 

AntonlniL lilost. by A. Concaksm. 

Bull. lUnstrated hj Sir Johm Gib- 
BBRT and J. Mahonbt. 

HMe and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
Johm Gilbbrt and J. Mahomst. 

The Dead Seorat. Illustrated by Sir 
Johm Gilbbbt and A. Concamxm. 

Queen of Hearta Illustrated by Sir 
JbHM Gilbbbt and A. Comcanbm. 

My Mlaoellanlee. With lUustratioai 
by A. Comcanbm, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkib Colums. 

The Woman In White. With lUoa- 
trations by Sir Johm Gilbbrt and 

F. A. Frasbr. 

The Moonetone. With lUustrationa 
by G. Du MAURXBRand F. A. Frasbr. 

Man and WIfls. lUnst. by W. Small. 

Poop MIee FInoh. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Edward 

HUQHBS. 

MIee OP Mpe.P With Illustrations by 
S. L. Fildbs and Hbmry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and C. S. Rands. 

The Fpozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du MAuaiBR and J. Mahombt. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. Fildbs and Sydnby Hall. 

The Two Deetlnlee. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leavee. 
. Jezebet'e Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 

Heapt and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

^.dd. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. Bv Cathbrinb 
Ryan. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Ss. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 

Demonology and Devll-Lope. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illusts., 288. 

A Necklace of StopJea. Illustrated 
bv W. J. Hennbssy. Square 8vo, 
Cloth extra, 68. 

The Wandeping Jew. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, G|. 

Thomas Caplyle: Lettepe and Re- 
collect Ions. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo« cloth extra, 68. 



Cook (Dutton), Works by : 

Houpe with the Playepe. With a 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit. cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6B. 

NIghte at the Play: A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheai>er 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 08. 

Leo: A Novel. Post Bvo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Foetep'e Daughtep. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28.; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Sb. 6d. 

Copyright. — A Handbook of 

English and Fopeign Copyplght In 
LItepapy and Dpamatio Wopke. By 
Sidmbt Jbrrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
8vo, cloth hmp, 28. 6d. 

Corn wal I — Pop u lar Romanoet 

of the Weet of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superststions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robbrt Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Gborgb Cruikshamb. Crowa 8vo» 
c loth extra, 7 8. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. Bv Sir 
Edward Crbast. Author of " The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s^t, with 13 
Portraits, 78. 6d, 

Crulkshank (George): 

The Comlo Almanack. Complete In 
Two Sbribs : The First from 1835 
to 1843 ; the Sbcond from X&4 to 
X853. A Gathering of the Bbst 
Humour of Thackbray, Hood, May- 
HBw, Albbrt Smith, A'Bbobbtt, 
Robbrt Brougii, &c. With a,ooo 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruibshanb, Hinb, Landbixs, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 78. 6d. each. 

The LHte of George Crulkehank. By 
Blanchard Jerrolo, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon IIL," Ac. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8yo, 
cloth eztiti, 78. CkL 

Robinson Crusoe. A choicely-printed 
Edition, with 37 Woodcuts and Two 
Steel Plates, by Gborqb Cruik- 
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
100 Large Paper copies, carefullv 

f Tinted on hand-made paper, witn 
ndia proofs of the lUnstrations, 
price 3o8. 
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Gumming.— In the Hebrides. 

By C. F. Gordon Cummino. Author 
of " At Home in Fiji." With Auto- 
type Facsimile and Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 



Cuseans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John £. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Daniel. — Merrle England in 

the Olden Tfme. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations oy Robt. Cruik- 
SHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Daudet Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. By Alphonsb 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
Meltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. 

Davenant. — What shall my 

Son be P Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davles' (Sir John) Gomplete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth bc»rds, 12s. 

De Malstre A Journey Round 

My Room.* By Xavier db Maistrb. 
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

De Mllte. — A Gastle In Spain. 

A Novel. By Jambs De MIlle. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. 

Derwent (LeIth), Novels by: 

Out* Lady of Tears. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illnst. bds., 28. 

Oti*ce's Lovept. Crown 8vo, cloth 
• eztra,38. 6<L [In Preparation. 



Dickens (Gharles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Sketches by Boz. I Nicholas NIokleby. 
Pickwick Papers, j Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles DIokens. 
(May/air Library,} Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 



The Speeches of Charles Dickens, 
X841-Z870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hernb Shep- 
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Rim mbr. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vandbrhoof, Alfred 
Riif tiER, and others. Sq. 3vo, cloth 
extra, 10s. 6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. [Prtparing, 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Plavwrigfats,Players, and Playhouses 
of tne United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half- 
bound, 128. 6d. ILn preparatum. 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, 
and the like. By Wu. A: Whheslbr 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d« 

The Reader's Handbook of Allu* 
slons, References, Plots, and 
stories. Bv the Rev. E. C. Brewer, 
LL.D. Third Edition, revised 
throu|;hout, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great IVIen. With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 6d. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases : A Dic- 
tionary ot Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. Bv Elisxer 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, half-bound| 
128. 6d. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 



Fancy*Free. Three 
8vo, 318. 6d. 



Vols., crown 
[In the press. 



Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by : In Two Series, each complete is 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. First Series 
contains The Wicked World — Pygma- 
lion and Galatea — Charity — The 
Princess— The Palacfe of Truth— Trial 
b^ Jurv. The Second Series con- 
tains Broken Hearts — Engaged — 
Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan'l Druce 
—Tom Cobb— H.M.S. Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer — The Pirates of Penzance. 

Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
' Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glbnny. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 



Garrett.— The Capel Girls : A f 

Novel. By Edward Garrett. Post 
8vo, illostrated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Guiiif, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 23 Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 6d. ; gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Each in crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; 
or post Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the World Say ? 

In Honour Bound. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 
The Dead Heart. 



Godwin. — Lives of the Necro. 

mancers. By William Godwin. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2a. . 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 
limp, 28. per volume. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Or. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Songs for 
Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of the 
Neoromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Brealc- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's ?- ofessor at the Break- 
fast Table 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvine's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 
Cnimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
GOMERiB Ranking. 

Pascal's Provinolai Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M*CRiE,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. "With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Saintb-Beuve. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. £. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 

Cythna, &c. 
Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the 

Shelley Papers, &c. 
Shelley's Prose Works, including A 

Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 

Irvyne, &c. 
White's Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 
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Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An Encyclopedia op Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited bv 
Thbodorb Taylor. Crown 6vo, elotn 
gilt and gilt edges, 78. 6d. 



Gordon Gumming In the 

Hebrides. By C. F. Gordon Cummino, 
Author of " At Home in Fiji." With 
Autotype Facsimile and numerous 
full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
doth extra, 88. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professor's 

wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo. picture cover, Is. ; cloth 
extra, 28. 6d. 



Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the. Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. Bv Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFFER. With $45 Illustrations. 
New and 4Kheaper Edition, demv 8vo. 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Greenwood (James),Works by: 

The Wilde of London. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A Novd. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 



Guyot — The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 48. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, la. ; eloth, l8. 6a. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poeme by: 

Maiden Ecstaey. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth 
' extra, 68. 

Legenda of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, 
woth extra, 68. 

The Serpent Play.- Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. ' 



Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha* 

pacter. By Mrs. S. C Hali.. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvby, 
and G. Cruikshanr. Meddam 8vo. 
doth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 



Halllday.— Every-day Papers. 

Bv Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 



Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over loo Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix db 
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth timp. 
28. 6d. 




Hardy (Lady Dufrus).-~Paul 

Wynter'e Sacplflce: A Story. By 
Lady DuFrus Hardy. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 28. 



Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy. 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd. *» Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards. 
28. ' 



Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustrated 
cover, l8. ; cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 6a. 

The Art of Decoration. Square Svo, 
handsomely bound and profnselv 
Illustrated, 10s. 6d. ' 

Chaucer for Children t A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schoole. Demy Svo. 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 



Hawels (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Includmg Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
Tames Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward,Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawbis, M.A. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
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Nawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, 88. 6d. euh ; 
post 8to, illostratad boards, Sg. each. 

# Oarth. 

Elllce Quentln. 
Sebae tlan Strome. 

Mrs. Qalnatwrough'a Diamonde. 

Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll^; 

cloth extra, 28. 6d. 
Prince Saronl'e Wife. Crown Svo, 

cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 
Duet: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 88. 6d. 
Fortune's Fool. Three Vols., crown 

8vo, 318. 6d. 
Beatrix Randolph. Two Vols., crown 

8vo. \_Shortly, 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborga Hbath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. ; cloth gilt, and gilt 
edges, 88. 

Helps (8lp Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Poet 

8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 
Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth Ump, 

2b. 60. 
Ivan de BIron : A NoveU Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo, illos- 
^ trated boards, 28. ^ 

Heptalogia (Vhe); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. C r. 8 vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by J. Chuston 
Collins. Crown 8vo, bound in parch- 
ment, 88. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
boards, 188. 

Hesse • Wartegg (Chevallep 

Ernst vonX Worlcs by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With aa Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 

« Arizona, and Northern Mexcio. 
With zoo fine Illustrations and 3 
Maps. Demy Bvo, cloth extra, 
148. (In preparation. 
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HIndley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sb. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
dudinc Uie Origin of Siens, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventuree of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlbs Himdlby. 

Holmes(OliverWendell),Work8 

by: 
The Autocrat of the Brealdhst- 
Tabie. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thoiison. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
I. 6d. ; another Edition in smaller 
rpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
>ALA. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 
The Professor at the BreakfSast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, Sb. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmbs, M.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2b. 6d.. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 900 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7B. 8d. 

Hood's Whims and Odditlee. Con- 
plete. With all the original Illns. 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole : 
A Noah's ArkaBological Narrative. 
With as Illustrations by W. Brun- 
TON and £. C. Barnbs. Square 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Sb. 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 

moroue Works, including his Lndi- 
crous Adventures, Eons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
gilt, 78. 6d. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 

in Three Books. By Richard Hxm- 
oiST HoRNB. With PhotograpfaJe 
Portrait from a Medallion by sum- 
MBRs. Tenth Bdition, crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 7b. 
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Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

«nd Laboup, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered: Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By Gborob 
HowBLL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 

flotpe Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chinmey Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olusr. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2g. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by: 

Thornlopoft's Model. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8l. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

The Leaden Casket. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Self-Condemned. Crown Syo, cloth 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be free : A 

Novel. By Jban Imoblow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcb- 
VAL Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. [In preparation, 

Irving (Henry).— The Paradox 

of Acting. Translated, with Annota- 
tions, from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe 
sur le Comidien," by Walter Hbr- 
RiEs Pollock. With a Preface by 
Henry Irving. Crown 8vo, in parch- 
ment, 4s. 6d. 

Irving (WashiJigton),Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. each. 
Tales of a Traveller. 
Talee of the Alhambra. 

James. — ^Confidence .- A Novel. 

By Henry James, Jun. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 60. ; post 8vp, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramlcs 

for students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; or post 
£vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught. 



JefTerles — Nature near Lon- 
don. By Richard Jeppbries, Author 
of "The Gamekeeper at Home.** 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 

Jennings (H. J.).— Curiosities 

of Criticism. By Henry J. Jbmminos, 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.^6a. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcruolans: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancieat 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. Bj 
Hargrave Jennings. With I'ive fvll- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Ilhis- 
trations. A New edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d« 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Ton Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus- 
trated cover, 18. ; cloth hmp, Is. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jamb 
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post 8to, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Toif Jerrold. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 28. od. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by : 

FInger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le. 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
200 Illastrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eg^s, Luck. &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred lUue- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works, f With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv Wiluam 
GiPPORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
NiNGHAii. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately, 6b. each. 

Joseph us,T he Com pleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whistom. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews '^and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 lUustratioos 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 148. 
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Kavanagh.^The Pearl Foun. 

tain, and other Fairj Stories. Bv 
Bbidobt And Jui.ia Katamaob. Witn 
tbixtj lUnttntionaby J. Moyr Siiitb. 
Snudl 8to, cloth gilt, 6l. 

Kempt — Penoll and Palette: 

Chapten on Art end Artists. By Robbst 
Kbmpt. Post gyp, cloth limp, 2b. gd. 

KJjigsley (Henry), Novels by: 

BBch crown 8vo, oloth extra, 8b. 6d.; 
or post 8vo, illastrated boards, 2l 

OakBhott Castle. 

Number Sevent een. 

Lamb (Charles) : 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Carbw Haxlitt. With Hancock's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Bditions of Laxab's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lOl. 6d. 

Lamb'e Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 
cinal Editions, with many Pieces 
Hitherto nnpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shbpbbrd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig.*' Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7fl. 6d. 

The Eeeaya of Ella. Complete Edi* 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorue. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully Reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Little Eesaye: Passages from the 
Letters of Charlbb Lamb. Selected 
and Edited by Pbrcy Fit20srai.d. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2g. 6d. 

Lares and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florbncb 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.: 

The Thousand and One Nlghte: 
commonly called, in England, " Thb 
Arabian Nights' Entbrtain- 
MBMTS." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Bdward William Lanb. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
^ Wood, urem Oricinal Designs by 
Wm. Hartby. a New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edwabo 
■ Stamlby Poolb. with a Pre&ce by 
8TAMLBY Lanb-Poolb. Three Vols., 
d«D7 8vo, oloth extra, 7i. 6d. each. 



Lane's Arabian Nights, &o. 

Arabian Society In the Middle .^ 

Studies firom "The Thousand and 
One Nights.*' By Edward Wxluam 
Lamb, Author of "The Modem 
Egyptians," &c. Edited bv Stablbt 
Lamb-Poole. Crown vvo, dotb 
extra. Si. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The story of the London Parka. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

Cterloal Aneodotea. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Forenelo Aneodotee Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Theatrical Anecdotee. Fost8vo,c]otl» 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Leigh (Henry 8.), Works by : 

Carole of Cockayne. Withnnmerons 
Illustrations. Post 8vO| doth hmp^ 
28. 6d. *^ 

Jeux d'Eeprlt. Collected and Edited 
hj HBMRYS.LBiaH. Post 8vo, clotb 
hmp, 28. 6d. 

Life In London ; or, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cbdik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8to, doth extra. 
78. 6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

witch stories. Post 8vo, doth limp^ 
28. 6d. 

The True Story of Joehua Davldeon 
Post 8vo, doth limp, 2s. 6d. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 88. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Learn Dunda*. 
The World Well Loet. 
Under which Lord P 
With a silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Lovel" 



lone. Three Vds., crown 8to, 818. 60. 
Locks and Keys. — On the De- 

▼dopment and Distribution of Prial* 
tive Locks and Keys. By Uent-Gen. 
Pitt^Riybrb, F.R.S. With nnoieioBe 
Illustrations. Demy 4to^ half Bffii- 
borghOj 168. 
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Longfello^w : 

li^ngfellowy Complete Ppom Works. ' 
Ineludizig ^* Outre Mer," *'Hype]> 
km," "iStvanagb," "ThePoeteand 
Poetry of Earope/'and " Driftwood.*' 
Wkh Portrait and Illastrations by 
Valbmtxns Bromlbt. Crown 8yo, 
dotb extra, 7i. 6d. 

Lonefellow'e Poetical Wopke. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 79. 6d. 

Lucy .—Gideon Fleyoe: A Novel. 
By Hbmxt W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8i. 6d. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into Enriish Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrsmch Dupp. 
Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cloth boards, 188. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Wopk8 
by: 

A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of i88o« Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.— Also a Populak Editxon, in 
Four Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
6s. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
68. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each. [In preparation. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8i. 6d. each ,* 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdala Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Roohford 

Miss MIsanthropo. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Seaspn. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Maid of Athene. With zi Illustra- 
,.u tions by F. Barnard. 3 vols., crown 
■^ 8vo,8l8.6d. 

IVIcCaPthy (Justin H.), Works 

by: 

Seraplon, and other Poems. Crown 
6to, cloth extra, 68. 

An Outline of the Hietory of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 



MaoDonald (QebPg^ LLD;), 
Works by: *» 

The Prinesss and Curdle. With xx 
Illustrations by James Allbn. Small 
orown8 yo, cloth extra, in. 
Qutta-Percha Willie, the Wofking 
Genius. With 9 illustrations' bv 
Arthur HudHSS. Square 8vo,clotii 
extra, 88. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. £. M11.LAIS. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 61^; post Svo^ 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Thomas WIngfold, Curate. \^th s 
Frontispiece by C. J. Stamiland. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo^ illustrated boards, 28. 

Macdonell. — Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Aqnbs Macdonbul. 
Crown Svo, clotn extra. 88. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgrbqor« Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. • 

MacIIse Poptralt-Gallepy(The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs— Bioeraphical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, anof Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Batxs, B.A. With fik Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by: 

In the Ardennee. With 50 fine Illus- 
trati<ms by Thomas R. Macquoio. 
Square Svo, doth extra, 108. 6a« 

Pictures and Legends fhom Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square Svo, cloth gilt. 
108. 6d. 

Through Normandy. WithgoIUnS" 
trationsbyT.R. Macquoid. Square 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Through Brittany. With numerons 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

About Yorkehire With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by SwAiM. Square Svo, cloth extra, 
108.60. • 

The Evil Eye, snd other Stories. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; po8t 

Svo, illustrated boards, 88. 
Loet Rose, snd other Stories. Crowa 

Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8fOb 

illuftrated boards, 28. 
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Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 
dertones: or, Mutic at Twilight By 
Cbawlms Mackat, LL.D. Crown 8to, 
doth oztnt, Of. 

Ma^lcian'8 Own Book (The): 

Porfonnancet with Cups ana Bdfs. 
B(gB, Hats. HandkercniefiB, ftc. All 
finom actual Ezparience. Edited by 
W. H. Crxmbr. Withaoo lUustrationa. 
Crown 8to, dotk extra, 4m. 6d. 

Ma^fc No Mystery : Tricks with 
Carda. Dice, Balls, &c., with folly 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, ftc. With Coloared 
Frontiniece and many Illnstrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. Sd. 

Ma^na Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Mnsenm, printed on fine plate paper, 
S feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblasoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5a. 

Mallook (W. H.), Works by : 

The New Republlo; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Coun try 
Honse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2i. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 28. 

The New Paul and Virginia : or. Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post ovo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poeme. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 88. 

It Life worth Living P Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mai lory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgoubrxs Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
ham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; or, 

post 6vo, illustrated boards, 28. 
Open ! Seeame I 
Written In Fire. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oata. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Mark Twain, Works 3y: ^ 

The Choice Works of Mf \rk Twafrk 
Revised and Corrected thronghout by 

. the Aathor. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

With zoo Illustrations. Small 8vo, 

cloth extra, 78. 6d. Cheap Edition, 

illustrated boards, 28. 
An Idle Excurslon,and other Sketches. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly loo Illustrations. Crown 8vov 
cloth extra, 78. 61. 

The Innooente Abroad ; or, The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship " Quaker 
City's" Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy land. With 
834 Illustrations. Crown 8t«>, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. Chxap Edition (under 
the title of '* Mabk Twain's Pleasdrx 
Tkip "), post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 3x4 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Stolen White Elephant, &o. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Life on the MIeeleelppl. With abont 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

MasslngeKs Plays. From the 

Text of William Giffokd. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mayhew. — London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhbw. With 
numerous Illu||rations. Crown 9v<y, 
cloth extra, 88. od. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Volume 

A Journey Round My Room. By 
Xavibr OB Maistrb. Translated 
by Hbnrt Attwbll. 

Latter-Day Lvrioe. Edited by W. 
Davbnport Adams. 

Quips and Quiddltlee. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Tlmee," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac's "Comedle Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 
Abridgment of ''Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin, 
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Matfaik Librart, cwOinued— 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Llterapy FHvolltles, Fancies, Follies, 

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eocsntrlcl- 

tiee. Selected and Edited by W. T. 

DOBSON. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fxm-Bbi'. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Sbribs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea^ Charity — The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dan^l Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Collectedand Edited by A. Perceval 

Graves. 
Animals and their Masters. By Sir 

Arthur Helps, 
Social Pressurs. By Sir Arthur 

Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 

J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Selected 
and Edited by Perot Fitzgerald. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 

WOOD. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henet S. 
Leigh. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henrt S. 
Leigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 

By E. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Piaysrs. By Robert 
Macgregor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 

W. H. Mallock. 
The New Republlo. By W. H. Mal- 

LOCE. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmondb- 
ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. Bv H. Crol> 
mondelby-Pbnnbll. Illustrated by 
George Du Maurier. 



Mayfair Library, continued^ 

Muses of Mayfialr. Edited by H, 

Cholmondblby-Pennell. 
Thorsau: His Life and Aims. By 

H. A. Page. 
Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More PunlaniL By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix db Salamanca, 
By Stream and Soil By William 

Senior. 
Old Stories Re-told. By Waltsh 

Thornbury. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note* 

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Sorjsical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
A|;e, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies, 
Licentiate of the Royal College of 
Physicians of London. Crown 8vo^ 
18. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amnse- 
ments. By Clara Bellbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

MiddlemaBS (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra. 3i. 6d. ; post 8vo« illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Mr. Doriillon. Post 8yo, illustrated 
boards, 2l. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young : or. The House of Life : Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Presenration of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrsb 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small 8to, cloth 
limp, 2a. Gd^ 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small Svo, 
Ig. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Bath In Diseasea of the Skin. 
Small Svo, Is. ; cloth extra, l8. 6d. 

The Lawa of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo> 
Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d. 

Moncrletr. — The Abdication ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettix, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, RA., J. 
MacWhirter, A.R.A., Colin Hunter^ 
R. Macbeth, and Pom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, 21s. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Murray (D. Chrlstre), Novels 

by. Crown 8TO,cIoth extra. 3i. 6d. each : 
post 8vo, illustrated bda., 2i. each. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Fathei*. 

Crown 8vo» cloth extra, St. 6d. each. 

Joseph'e Coat. With Illustrations by 
F. Barnard. 

Coals of Fire. With Illustrations by 
Arthur Hopkins and others. 

Val Stranga: A Story of the Primrose 
Way. 

Hearts. 

By the Gate of the Sea. lUnstrated 
by WiixxAM Small. 

The Way of the World. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo , 81s. 6d. [Shortly, 

North ltallan~Folk. By Mrs. 
CoMYNs Carr. lUust. bj Randolph 
Caldbcott. Sq . 8vo, cloth eztrajB. 60. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold: for Children by Walter 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J. 
Moyr Smith, post 8vo, clo th extra, 5i. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, l8. ; 
cloth, U. 6d. 

Ollphant. — Whiteladles : A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 

mT**'J^^^*5 ,*****» 8". 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

OReilly.— PhcBbe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

b'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: • 
Songa of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Muslo and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 108. 6d. ' 

Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 

Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemaine't Qaga. 

Idalia. 



OuiDA's Novels, conHnrnd-- 
Tricotrln. 

Puck. w 

Folia Farina. 
ADogofFlandara. 
Two LIttIa Woodan StiOM. 
Patcarel. 
SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Frlendahlp. 
Motha. 
Plplatrallo. 
A Villa ge 0ommu n#. 

In Maremma. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, fis. 

BImbI: Stories for Children. Square 
8 vo, doth gilt, cinnamon edges, Ts.Sd.: 
Popular Bdidoa, crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Ai. 

Wanda: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

Wisdom. Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouioa by F. 
Sydnby Morris. Small crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 68. 

Frescoes : Dramatic Sketches. Crowo 
8vo, cloth extra, IPs, ed. 

Page (H. A.;, Works by : '' 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait Post «vo, cloih 
hmp, 28. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 88. 



Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crzb. 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth Ump, 28. 

Paul Ferroll: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Fsrroil : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed His Wife. 

Paul.— Gentle and 8impler~By 

Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo. 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. : 
or, post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Iu>8t Sir Maseingberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 
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Ji^flA' Path's Novels, eontinued-r- 
HalveSk ) Fallen Fortunas. 

What He Cost Hep. 
Less Black than We're Painted 
By Proxy 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
C€u*lyon's Year. 
AConfldential Agent 
Some Private Views. 
From Exile. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards^ 2s. each. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentlnok'e Tutor. 
Murphy's Master 
/f County Family. 
At Her^ Mercy. 
A Woman's Vengeance 
Cecll'e Tryet. 
The Clyfbrde of ClyfRs. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two H undred Pounds Reward. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With Illus- 
tratioBS by W. Smajll. 

For Cash Only. | Kit: A Memory. 

The Canon's Ward. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. IShortly, 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Worke by: Post Svo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Soci^t6, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pbmnsli.. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With numerous 
full-page Illustrations by Gborgb Du 
Maurisr. 

— ^^^^^^-^^^^— ■■. »■■■■■■ I I i i » ■ I ■ a^ 

Pbelp8.~~Beyond the Gates. 

By Elisabeth Stuart Phblps, 
Author of "The Gates Ajar.*' Crown 
Jto, cloth extra, 2b. 6d. PubHshsdby 
speolai arrangement with the Author, 
and Copyright in England and its 
Dependencies. 



Planohe (J.. R.), Works by: 

The Cyclopsadia of Costume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ec- 
elesiastical, CivU, and Military— from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Princip^ Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco* 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 7s. The Vols, may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £3 138. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A Gbnerai. 
History or Costumb in Europb. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts, witb 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 18x9 to 187^. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 



PIrkls.— Trooping with Crows : 

A Story. By Catherinb Pirkis. Fcap. 
Svo, picture cover, Is. 

Play-time : Sayings and Doings 
of Babyland. By Edward Stanford. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed in 
Colours, 5s. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lanqhornb. two VoIs.> 
Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOl. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Allan): — 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Pob. Witb 
an Introductory Essay by Charlbs 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown Svo, cloth extr&i, 
7s. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
other Stories. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

{>lete in One Volume. Post Svo, clotb 
imp, 28. 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Valentine : A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Forelgnere. Three Vols., crows 
Svo, 318. 6d. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Prootor (RIchd. A.), Works by ; 

riowers of the Sky. With 55 Ulns- 
trations. SmaU crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 4b. 6d. 

€asy Star Leeeone. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, Ao. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9m, 

familial* Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7b. Sd. 

Rough Wove made Smooth: A 

Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6B. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Time with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6b. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Si. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth 
extra, 7b. 6d. 

'Wages and Wants of Science 
Workere. Crown Svo, iB. 6(1. 

Py potechn Ist's Treasu ry (The); 

or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
Bv Thomas Kbntish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
4b. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavs 
DoR^ Crown Svo, cloth extra, la. 6d. 

I^ambosson. — Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown Svo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 78. 6d« 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Third Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containmg a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Crown Svo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 
Yb. 6d. 



Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Each post 8vo, Olnstrated 
boards, SB.; or crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Illustrated, 38. 6d. 

Peg Wotnngton. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDBS, A.R.A. 

ChPlstle Johnstons. Illnstrated by 
WxLUAii Small. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. PiMWBLL. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Hblbm 
Fatbksom. 

Ths Autobiography of a Thief; Jaek 
of allTradee; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Strbtcii« 

Lovs m« Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwaros. 

The Double Marriage. Illustrated 
by Sir John Gilbert. R.A., and 
Charles Kbbnb. 

The Cloleter and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Kbbnb. 

Hard Cash. Illustrated by F. W. 
Lawson. 

Griffith Gaunt. Illnstrated by S. L« 
FiLDEs, A^R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illustrated by GBOgos 
Du Maurier. t> 

Put Youreelf In His Place. lUos- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. IllusCrated 
by Edward Hughes and A. W. 
Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated 
by Helen Patbrson, S. L. Filobs, 
A.R.A. , Charles Green, and Hbnrt 
Woods, A.R.A. 

A Simpleton. IlloBtrated by Katb 
Craupord. 

A Woman-Hater. lUustrated by 
Thos. Couldbrt. 

Readlana. With a Steel Plate Portrait 
of Charles Reade. 

A New Collection of Stories. In 
Three Vols., crown Svo. [PrepaHng, 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., Ac. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 

RIddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Her Mother'e Darling. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d. ; post Svo, iUos- 
trated boards, 28. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party, 

and other Stories. With a Frontis- 

giece by M. Ellbn Edwards. Crowa 
vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 
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Rlmmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Oup Old Country Towns By Alphbd 
RiMiiBX. Witn over 50 Illustrations 
by the Author. Square 8vo, doth 
extra, gilt, lOi. 6d. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 
By Alfrbd Rim mbr. With 50 Illus- 
trations by the Author. Square 8vo, 
doth gUt, lOl. 6d. 

About England with Dickens. With 
58 Illustrations by Alfred Rxmiibr 
and C. A. Vandbruoof. Square 8vo, 
doth gilt, lOl. 60. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Women are Strange. Crowa BtOi 
doth extra, 88. 6(L 

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 8s. 6d. 

I _ ■ ■ » 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

The Poets' Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7l. 6d. [In preparation, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Sted Plates by 
(jrEORGB Cruikshanr, cholcsly prlnteo. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. ed. zoo 
• L4u:ge-Papsr cojpies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 86s. 

Roohefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saints* 
Bbuvb. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of tho Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. X06&7. With the 
principal Arms emblasoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 
price 68. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (Clark) Round the 

Qailey-Flre. By W. Clark Russbll, 
Author of "The Wreck of the 
Grasvenor,** Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Sala — Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborob Augustus Sala. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. 



Sanson. — Seven Qeneratlons 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
by Hbnry Sanson. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 88. 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; or 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the World. 

Guy Watsrman 

The Lion In the Path. 

The Two Dreamers. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange and Gossip 
for Students and Lovers of Nature. 
Edited by T. E. Taylor, Ph.D., P.L.S.. 
F.G.S. Monthly, price 4d; Anaual 
Subscription 68. (induding Postage). 
Vols. I. to XIV. may be had 
at 78. 60. each: and Vols. XV. to 
XIX. (1883). at M. each. Among the 
subjects included in its pages wul be 
found : Aquaria, Bees, Beetles, Birds, 
Butterflies, Ferns. Fish, Flies, Fossils, 
Fungi, Geoloey, Lichens, Microscopes, 
Mosses, Moths, Reptiles, Seaweeds, 
Spiders, Tdescopes, Wild Flowers, 
worms, &0. 

"Secret Out" Series, Thd: 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or " White 
Magic." By W. H. Crsmbr. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection ot 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Pu2des, 
tmd Charades. By Frank Bbllbw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited bjr W. H. 
Crsmbr. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle : A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bbllbw. With many 
Illustrations. 

Magician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats, 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience, sdited by W. H, Cb» 
MBR. aoo Illustrations. 
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'^■B " Secret Out" Seuk^ eonnfliMt^ 
Ma«la No Myatory: Tricln irith 
Oudi, Dice, BaJlB, So., *llb follf 
dsKiiptiTa DincuoDi; UiB An of 

" ■■'-'Ingr Training of Per 

jmilt, Ac. Witb Cc 



lonredl'ianluplecs ud d 



idSeL Foat tvo,clalh 



Seven Sag&s (The) of Ppehlo- 

torlD Mvi. ByUUES H. Stoddakt, 

ADthorofThsVilligBLifii." Crowa 



Shakespeare : 

The FInt Folio Shaluapou-e^Un. 
WlLLiAH Shuisfeau'i ComediM, 

Hiitorlas, and TngodiM. Publiibed 



pboiogn- 
nuinE the MricttM 
detMl. SouUSvo, 



In ndnetd 
^lio procfli 
neenruiy in aran d 
hiKROEbni^, n. 

ThaLantdownaShnkeipaara. Bun- 
Ufnllv rainied Id Tad and blicli, In 
■mall bat nrj clear type, wllb 
enioaTed facainiile sf DaoigsoDT'E 
Foitrate. FailSvo,clolh«ira,7i.6d. 

•hakMpwuv top ChlMMn: Tala* 
from BhalHapsaPe. Bj Chailu 
and Uaei LauB. Vnth numereni 
Illasmiioai, coloared and plain, br 
J. MoYB SwiH. CiowD 410, clolb 
gilt, Si. 

Ttio Hitndbook of ShnkeapeaM 

Pi^tof m'SPc, «t fo" WKd.'^^m 
btaa tbe FUyi and Pdcidi of Shake- 
apeare, ttie compositioca ranfiDg 
from lbs Eliubelhan Age lo Ibe 
Present Time. Bj Alired Rotfe. 
410, balf'Roiburgbe, 7|. 
AStudy ofShakeapeara. B; Aloiii- 
rod Criiles Swihbubhi. Crown 
Btq, elolheiln, Bl. 

Shelley's Complete Works, in 

Poiu Vols., post Sto, cloth limp, 8b. ; 



Shei*ldafi'e Complete Woi>k«) 



Speed) 
Coiled 

Tinted' 

Short Saylnge of QreKt Men. 

Wllb Hiilorical and Eiplanatorr 
Notes bj Sahubl A. Bent, M.A. 
Demr Svo, clotb extra, Tl. SO. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poat leal Wopka, inclndi ng all IhOM la 
"Arcadia." Wilb Portrait, Uemorial- 
InirodDclion, Euiy on tba Poatrr of 
SidnsT, and NotesJiT tbe Rev. A. B. 



Signboards : Their ' Histoiy. 



Sims (Q. R.].— How the Poop 

Live. SyGBOBOlR. SlM9. With te 

Illaatratioiia bj Fudekice Bakhud. 

Sketohley.— A Matoh In the 

Dark. ByAariitni Seetcblii. Pom 

8yo, illuilrited boards, 2s. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Etj'- 

mological. Historical, and AnecdotkU 
Cnmn 8to, clolb eitni, ^t, SB. SO. 

Smith [J. Moyr), Works by : 

Ttie Prince of Argolla: ASIotroftbe 
Old Greek Fairy Time. ByJ.MoYR 
Smith. Small Sn, clotli extra, wiib 
130 IllDSIralians, 31. 8d. 

Tule* of Old Thule. Collected and 
IllDiaated by J. Moia Suith. 
CrowD Svo, clotb ijll, proliiBely II- 

ThaWooIni of the Water Witch: 
A Nonbem Oddity. By £vah Dai^ 
DOEHE. llluatratod by J. MovB 
SutTH. Small Etc, do^ extra, SB. 

South -West, The New: Travel- 
ling Sketches from Kansaa, Nrv 
Meiico, Arizona, and Nonhera Mexico. 
By Ebnst voh HEasE-WABTEoa. 
Wiih ma fine lilnsmjionsandjUaps. 
B>o, ciQIb eitra, 14i. [In priparatioa. 



CHATTO 6* WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 



23 



8paldlng.-Ell2abethan Dembn^ 

olo£y: An Essav in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils,; 
and the Powers possessed by Them. ■ 
By T. Alfred Spaldimq, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Speight. — The Myeterles of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Spbight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellbn 
Edwards. Crown 8^vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2f. 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations by • 
Waltbr J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6b. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chesa; Together With aa Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. A 
New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

Stedman. — Victorian Poets : 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarbmcb 
Stedman. Crown 8vo, extra, 9a. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert ArmitagbStbrn- 
DALB. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 
8to, illustrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by : 

Famniap Studies of Men and Books. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

New Arabian Nights. New and 
Cheaper Edit. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Silverado Squatters: Sketches 
from a Californian Mountain. With 
Frontispiece. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

8t. John.— A Levantine Family. 

By Baylb St. John. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Stoddard. — Summer Cruising 
In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by 
Wallis Mackay. Crown 8vo, dotn 
extra, 88. 6d. 

St Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbr- 
nardin db St. Pierre. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. £. Clarkb. Poet 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 

Ista. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alicb Zim- 
mbrn: and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. {Shortly, 



Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the Peopis of England; i^oluding 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompoos 
Spectacles, from the Earliest. Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 lUna- 
trations. Edited by William Honb. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

■ ■■I 11 I .III. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Goide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates,and 
House Accommodation, with a Map 
of Suburban London. Crown 8vo» 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Swift's Choice Worlcs, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of "Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 
Fcap. 8vo, 68. 

Atalanta In Calydon. Crotwn 8vo, S8. 
Chaetelard. ATragedy. Crown 8vo, 
78. 

Poems and Ballade. First Series. 
Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, 
at same price. 

Poeme and Ballads. Second Series. 
Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, at 
same price. 

Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo, 
Is. 

William Blake: A Critical Essay. 
With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 
8vo, 168. 

Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 
108. 6d. 

Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 
128. 6d. 

George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 
8vo, 78. 

Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 

68. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 128. 
Ereohtheus: ATragedy. Crown 8vo, 

6b. 
Note of an English Republican Qn 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 
8vo, 68. 

A Study of Shakeepeare. Crown 
8vo, 88. 

Songs of the Sprln^ldes. Crown 
8vo, 68. 
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A, C. SwxMBUMii^i Woitss, continued^ 
StMdles In Song. Crown €to, 71. 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 
8To,8f. 

Tplstnun of LyonosM, and otbor 
Poema. Crown 8to, 9a. 

A Century of Roundels. Small 410, 
clotb eztra,-ai. 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Pictnreaqne, in Search 
of Consolation, and in search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
bom's drolloage lUastrationa in Colonrs 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTBM. Ilediom 8to, cloth extra, 
7b. 6d. 

Talne's History of English 

Llteratup*. Translated by Hbnrt 
Vam Laun. Foot Vola., small 8to, 
cloth boards, SOi.~PopvLAR Edition, 
in Two Vols., crown 8yo, cloth extra, 
18b. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burleaaoes of 
Modem Writers Poet 8vo, cloth limp. 



Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Opamae: ^'Clancarty,*' "Jeanne 
Dare," "»Twixt Axe and Crown,'» 
''The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwrigh^s 
Wife/' "Anne Boleyn, "Plot and 
Passion." One Vol., crown 8yo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

%* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at iB. each. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illnstrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makbpbacb 
Tbackerat. depicting Hnmorons 
Incidents m his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. Sd. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Bach crown 8vo, clotn extra, SB. 6d.; or 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2B. 

Creeelda. 

Proud Malsle. 

The VIollnPlayep. 

Thomson's Season sand Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunminoham. and over ^o fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7b. 6d. 



Thornbury (Walter)^ Works 
by: 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walford, M.A. With Illoe- 
trations by F. W. Fairrolt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Llfb and Coireepondenoe of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and tellow Academictana. 
With numerous Illustrations in 
Colours, facsimiled from Turner's 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. Gd. 

Old Storlee Re-told. Post 8vOk cloth 
limp, SB. 6d. 

Talee for the Marines. Post 8vo. 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 

The HIetory of Clube and Club LKSb 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illna- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra» 78. 6d. 

Engllah Eooentrloe and Ecoeii- 
tHoltlee: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, ftc With nearlv 50 lUusts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Weilesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor- 
rbns, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14b. 

Trollops (Anthony), Novels by: 

The way We Live Now. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
Sb. 6d. post Bvo, illust. boards, 2b. 

The American Senator. Cr. 8vo, d. 
extra, 88. 6d.; post Bvo, illust. bds. , 2b. 

Kept In the Dark. With a Frontis- 
piece by J. E. MiLLAis, R.A. Crows 
Bvo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Frau Frohmann, &a With Frontis- 
piece. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 

Marlon Fay. Cr. Bvo, cl. extra, 88. 6d. 

Mr. Soarborough'a Family. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 8b. 8d. 

The Land • Leaguers. Three Vols., 
crown Bvo , 81b. 6d. 

Troltope(France8E.),Worksby: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. each. 

Like Shipe upon the Sea. 
Mabel'e Progress. 
Anne Furness. 



Bto^ clotli eitTH. S«.~ i 
tUiutnlad boardi. 3m, 



CMATTO * WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 

EDW. WlLTOUl'l WOKI, 

■KB, Kn^htui 



Tytlep (Sarah), Novels by : 

What She Came Through. Cro* 
. evo, clolh Htri, it. SI. ; poit Sv 
* lUuamiail bouils, Zi. 

The Brida'e Pass. With ■ 



ii. aiDa, Si. 6d- 






Van Laun.— History of Fronch 

LllBratupo. Bt Hesm Vam Linn. 
Compleu In Three VoIl, domj tv>, 
olotli bolide, T(. 6d. each. 

VlllaM A Double Bond: A 

SUs;. By Lixda Viluu, Fcap. 

Its, plettue cinei, Ii. 



Waloott— Churah Wopk and 

Lire In Enllieh Mlnateni ud the 
Engliah Sni3eDt'a MonnslicoD. Bt tba 
Rev. UiciEHiu E. C. Wu.coTT,B.D. 
Two Vo)»., crown Sio, cloth o«r», 
with Map and Gronnd -Plm, Xtm. 

Walfopd (Edw.,M.A.},Woi'kaby: 



Liati of S 






. of CieatloD, 

Iriih Paan, 

dctb, U. 



B u Alphabetical tlat of 

eta or the United KlonlDm, 

rt Blofraphleal Noticea, Data* 
» breatioo, AdditMat, ko. Imo, 

The Sblllinf KntghtWs(iaSS). Coo- 
Uiniai 40 Alphabatical UM of the 
Kniihta of iba U^ted Klnidom, 
ahcot Biocnphlsal Na(lc«*,D>Mt 
of CraalloQ, AddrawM, Ac. jmo, 
cloth, la PobUahwl auiiiallf. 

Tb* Bhllllnfl HouM of OMnmoni 

a BBS). CmtainlniaUat of alllbe 
amben of tha BritUb PailiaiunI, 
their Totm ud CodhUt Addrowi, 
Ac lima, cloih. la ^ 



cloth a: 



iDjaj 3ZIBD| cioia Bxm, ^i saijaia 
U. Poblitbed aoBuillr. 
Huintad London. By Waltik 
Thoihbuiy. Edited br Edvau 
WfLLfOKD, M.A. With Illoatistioiu 
by F. W. Faiiholt, P.S^. Crows 
gvo, ciplb eitra. Ti. Bd. 



Walton and Cotton'aComplete 

Angler ; or, The CoatemplatiTB Uan'a 
Recreation: being a Discoursa (tf 
Bivaia, Piihpondi, Fiih and Fiabiac, 
written by iiaak Wuiom; and In- 
■tnictioni^ow to Angle [or a Treat or 
Grayling in aclear SlTaam, by Cbau^b 
COTIOH. With Oclgiiuil Uemolraukd 
Notea by Sir Harris Nicoua, Bad 
6l Copperplata IllBstratiooa Larii 
crowD Svo, doth antiqoc, 7i. Sd. 






Wanderer's Ubrapy, The: 

Crown 8to, cloth eiwa. li. H. Mcb. 

Wandwlnaa In PatB(onlB ; or, Uft 
amont i» Oatrlch Hnntera. By 
Juuu* BuKBOHU. lUnsttatBd. 

Camp Notea: Stotiea of Sport and 
AdTentnro in AiLa, A&ca, and 
AmBcloa. ByFuniiiicE Bovli. 

Savu* LifB. By FaimlL 

Msrrte England In thi o 
By GuaoB Dabiu. Wi 

Clroua Life and Clrou* O 

By Taoiua Faolr. 
The LIVM of tha Cotgurero. By 

Thohab Fbobt. 
Th* Old Showman and tti* Old 

London Faira. By Tkouab Fsobt. 
Low'LIt* Desp*. An Aceoant of the 

EtiBUfe Fiib to ba (onnd Oust. By 

Jahbs Gubhwood, 
The WItda of London. By Jamm 



JaoK. By One of the Fnteniity. 



Inclndin( tha Origin o 

*enu. Coil^ KODiei, 
ByCluRLEa Hihdui. 1 
The Qenlal Showman : 



Signa, and 

' -nth Ta- 

:'a.s.- 
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Tbb Wamdbrsr'i Library, coHtinued^ 

The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwo«d. With lUuata. 

London Characters. By Hbmrt Mat- 
HBw. Illustrated. 

Seven Qeneratlons of Exeeutloners: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
(2688 to 1847). Edited by Hbmrt 
Sanson. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By Charles Warrbn Stod- 
dard. Illost by Walus Macbat. 

Warner. — ^A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of ** My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, te. 

Warrants, &o. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and correspondins Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to unitate 
theOrigmal,2flin.byi4in. Price 2l. 

Warrant to Exeoute Mary Queen of 
Soots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 

^ Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price Sb. 

Magna Charta. An Exact Facsfanile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
Met wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5b. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. ^ith the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 68. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pot- 

tery and Porcelain : or. History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By Hodder M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4b. 6d. 

Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 

. Art Critics. By J. A. Macneill 
Whistler. Seventh Edition, square 
8yo, 18. 

White's Natural History of 

Sel borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Browit, F.L.S* Post'Svp, 
cloth limp, 2s. 



Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 
Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with as9 Illustrations, 7b. 6d. 

Leavee ffom a Naturallet'e Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b, 6d. 

Leieure-Tlme Studlee, chiefly Bio- 
logical Second Edition. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, with Illustrations, fig. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.X 

Worke by: 

Science In Short Chaptere. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7i. fid. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with IllHstration% 

Wilson (C.E.).— Persian Wit and 

Humour: Being the Sixth Book of 
the Baharistan of Jami, Translated 
for the first time from the Original 
Persian into English Prose and Veise. 
With Notes by C. E. Wilsob, M.R.A.S.. 
Assistant Librarian Royal Academy of 
Arts. Cr. 8vo, parchment binding, 4l. 

Winter (J. 8.), Stories by: r 

Cavalry Life. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. 

Reitlmental Legende. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. fid. 

Wood.— Sablna: A Novel. By 
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illostrated 
boards, 28. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionarv of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-Wa^ Matters. By Eliezbr 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, half-bound, 
128. fid. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Caricature HIetory of the Georgee. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatunes, Squibs, Bsoad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &o« Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

HIetory of Carloature and of tN 
Grotesque In Art, Literature 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Pairholt, 
F.S.A, Large post 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. fid. ^_^ 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Po^t 8vo, illustrated boards 28. each. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 



CHATTO 6* WIND US, PICCADILLY. 



a? 



NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 



NEW NOVELS at every Library. 



All In a Garden Falp. By Walter 
Bbsant. Three Vols. 

Annan Water. By Robbrt Bochanam. 
Three Vols. 

Fanoy-Free, Ao, By Charlbs Gibbok. 
Three Vols. [Shortly, 

Fortune's Fool. By Juuam Haw- 
THORMB. Three Vols. 

Beatrix Randolph. By Julian Haw- 
THORNB. Two Vols. IShofUy, 

lone. E. Lynn Linton. Three Volt. 

The Way of the World. By D. Cmris- 
TiB Murray. Three Vols. [Shortly, 



By E. C. Pricb. 



The Forelgnare. 
Three Vols. 

Maid of Athens. By Justin McCarthy, 
M.P. With 12 Illustrations by Frbo. 
Barnard. Three Vols. 

The Canon's Ward. By Jambs Path. 
Three Vols. ^Shortly. 

of 6torles by 
Three Vols. 

[ShorUy, 

The LAnd-Leatfuers. By Anthony 
Trollopb. Three Vols. 



A New Colleotlon 
Charlbs Rbadb. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Pepalar Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illostrated, 

crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d. each. 



BY MRS, ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy 
My Little Qlrl. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
This Son of Vuloan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
Qod and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline 
Lovo Me for Ever. 

BY MRS, H, LOVETT CAMERON, 
Deoelvers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & PRANCES COLLINS. 
Blaeksmlth and Scholar. 
Ths Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wits. 
Poor MIse Finoh. 
MIse or Mrs P 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Deetlnlea 
Haunted Hotel 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



BY BUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLBS. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J, LEITH VERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued— 

BY M, BBTHAM-BDWARDS, 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIB BDWARDB5, 
Archie Lovell. 

BY R. B, FRANCILLON, 
Olympla. | Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 

PRRFACED BY SIR BARTLB 
FRERB, 
Pandupang Harl. 

BY BDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Qfplt. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Robin Gray. 
Fop Lack of Gold, 
in Love and War. 
What will the World Say P 
For the King. 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pasturee Green. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart'a Problem. 
The Braee of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
1 BY THOMAS HARD9, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

El I Ice Quentln. 
Sebastian Strome. 
Prince Saronl'a Wife. 
Duet. 

BY SIR A, HELFS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
SelfCondemnpd. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jiut, 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLBY. 
Number Seventeea 
Oakshott Caetle^ 



Piccadilly Novels, continued-^ 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
Gideon Fieyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, mjf. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

Linley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wingfoid, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose. I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open ! Sesame 1 1 Written In ¥\r%, 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 



Coals of Fire. 
Vai Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 
Joeeph'e Coat. 
A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT, 
WhIteiadlQs. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL 
Gentle cmd Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN, 



Lost Sir Masslng- 

berd. 
Beet of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 



High Splrlta 

Under One Roof. 

Cariyon's Year. 

/^ Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from • 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit : A Memory. 
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PxccADiiXY Novels, continued-' 
BY S, C. PRICE. 
Valentino. 

BY CHARLES READS, D.CL. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Qrlfflth Gaunt. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir, t A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. | Readlana. 

BY MRS, J. H. RIDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Qarden-Party. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 



PiccADiLLT NovBLS, cwUinutd^ 
BY T, W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R, A. STERNDALB. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisle. | Cressida. 
The VIoiln-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS^ 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marlon Fay. 
Kept in the Dark 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

BY FRANCES £. TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A, TROLLOPSi 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF AND 
OTHERS. 

Storiee fft>m Foreign Novelistah 

BY SARAH TYTLER 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S, WINTER. 

Ca«falry Life. 

Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, 2l. eack. 

[WiLKiB CoLUNs*s NovBX.8 and Besamt and Rice's Novels may also be had ia 
cloth limp at 28. 6d. See, too, the Piccadilly Novels, for Library Editions,"] 



BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AId6. 
Carp of Carrlyon. I Confldenoet. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMBS RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcaa 
My Little Girl. 
Th* Case of Mi^ LuoPttft 



By Besamt amd Rice, continued^ 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLR, 
Camp Notes. | Savage Ut^k 

BY BRET HARTS* 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
The Luok of Roaring Camfi 
Fllpi 



i»t. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A CKIId of Nature. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. 
Jullet'8 Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seelc. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
> Miss or Mrs.? 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Blacl( Robe. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. 
Frances. 

Blaclcsmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me Faise. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY y. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears. 



Cheap Popular Novels, MM^iufAf-* i 
BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. 
The Plci(wicl( Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nioldeby. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDBS. 
A Point of Honour. 
Archie Loveii. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTOH. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. THIotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-flve Brooice Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E, FRANCILLON, 
Olympia. 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capei Qiris. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lacic of Gold. 
What will the World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. \ 

In Love and War. I 

For the King. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Dulce. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dicic Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter>s Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Trae. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Oarth. 

Elllce Quentln. 
Sebastian Stpome. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Bii*on. 

BY TOM HOOD, 
A Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun, 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott Castle. 
Number Seventeen. 

BY E, LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kembali. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"iViy Love!" 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdaie Neighbours. 

iViy Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Linley Rochford. 

iViIss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W, H, MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. ^ 
Open ! Sesame ! 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 

Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA, 

Library Editions of Ouida's Novels 
may be had in crown 8vo, cloth extra, at 
6s. each. 



Held in Bondage. 

St rath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idaiia. 

Cecil Castie- 
maine. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Ferine. 



Pascarel. 

TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

SIgna. 

in a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Mot'.ir, 

Pipistreilo. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 



A Dog of Flanders. 

BY JAMES PAYN 
Lost Sir Massing- Gwendoline's Har 



herd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 
ClyfTards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 
Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Best of Husbands 
Walter's Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
What He Cost Her 
Humorous Stories 



vest. 

Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY EDGAR A, POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentlna. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
Pe^ Wofnngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Qrlfnth Gaunt. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Readlana. 

BY MRS. RJDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN. 
A levant ine Family. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. | Ppoud Malsle 

The VIolln-Player. 



Cheap Popular Novels, con^ifHiAf— 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 

BY T, ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

Tom. Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
of Europe. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroli. 
Why Paul Ferroli Killed his Wife. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, la. each. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bkbt 

Harte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
Bret Harts. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 
Julian Hawthorns. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 
of " That Lass o* Lowrie's.*' 

Lindsay's Luok. By the Author of 
" That Lass o' Lowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 
Author of ^'That Lass o» Lowrie's.'* 

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 
Pirkis. 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 
Graham^ 

A Doutie Bond. By Linda Villari. 

Esfhei^s Glove. By R. B. Francillom. 

Tiie Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 
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